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CORRESPONDENCE 


OF 

OAELYLE AND EMERSON. 


LXX. 

EMEKSOX TO CAULYLK. 

CoHCOitt>, 1 July, 1842. 

Mr DEAR Carlyle, — 1 havp lately received from 
our slow friends, James Jlfunroe & Co., $240 on 
account of their sales of the Mi^cellanie^^ — and 
I enclose a bill of Kxehaiij^e for £51, wliieh cost 
$246.50. It is a lon^' time since T sent you any 
sketch of the account itself, and indeed a lon^ 
time since it was posted, as the bouksellers say; 
but I will find a time and a clerk also f^r this. 

I have had no word from you for a long space. 

You wrote me a letter from Scotland after the 

death of your wife’s motlicr, and full of pity for me 

also; and since, 1 have heard nothing. I confide 

tliat all has gone well and prosperously with yoi|; 

that tho^iron Puritan is emerging from the Past, 

* 

TOL. II. 1 



j 2 Emenon to Carlyle. 

in Bhape and stature as he lived; and you are 
recruited l)y syrapatliy and content with your pic-* 
tiire; and that the sure repairs of time and love 
and active duty have brought peace to the orphan 
daugliter’s heart. My friend Alcott must alSo 
ha\c vihited }ou betore tliis, ana you have seen 
hot her any relaliou could hul>sist betwixt men so 
diiforently excellent IIis wife hero has heard of 
liiB arrival on }oni* coast, — no more. 

I submitted to vliat seemed a necessity of petty 
litcrarv patriotism, — 1 know not what else to call 
it, — and took charge of our tfiaiiklcss little Dial^ 
liore, without subscribers enough to pay even a pub¬ 
lisher, much less any laboier; it has no penny for 
editor or contributor, nothing but abuse in the 
ncwspa])(M’8, or, at best, silence; but it serves as a 
sort of portfolio, to carry about a few poems or 
scnlcnces which wonhl otherwise ho transcribed 
and circulated; and alwa} s we arc waiting when 
soinchoxly shall come and make it good. But 1 
took it, as 1 said, and it took me, and a great deal 
of good time, t8 a small purpose, i am ashamed 
to compute how' many hours and days those chores 
consume for me. 1 haa it fully in my heart to 
wi-ito at large leisure in noble mornings opened by 
prayer or by readings of Plato or whomsoever else is 
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Emerson to Oari^le, 

dearest to the Homing Muse, a chapter on Poetry, 
•for which all readings, all studies, are but prop* 
aration; but now it is July, and my chapter is in 
rudest beginnings. Yet when I go out of doors in 
the summer nidit, and see how high the stars arc, 
1 am porsuadca that there is time enough, here or 
somewhere, for all that I must do; and the good 
world manifests very little impatience. 

Stearns Wheeler, tlio Cambridge tutor, a good 
Grecian, and the editor, you will remember, of your 
American Editions, is going to London in August 
probably, and on to Heidelberg, <fec. He means, I 
believe, to spend two years in Germany, and will 
come to see you on his way; a man whose too 
facile and good-natured manners do some injustice 
to his virtues, to his great industry and real knowl¬ 
edge. He has been corresponding with your Tenny¬ 
son, and editing his Poems here. My another, my 
wife, my two little girls, are well; the youngest, 
Edith, is the comfort of my days. Peace and love 
be with you, with you both, and all that is yours. 

I#W. Emerson. 

In our present ignorance of Mr. Alcott’s address 
I advised his wife to write to your care, as he was 
also charged to keep you informed of his plaec. 
You may therefore receive letters, for him with this. 
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CwrJyU to l^nerson. 


LXXI. 

CABLYLE TO EMERSON. 

CnrLBi'A, Lo??don^ 19 July, 184.2. * 
My dear Emerson, — Lest Opportunity 
oscapo me, I will take her, tliia time, by the fore*> 
lock, and wriig while the matter is Btill hot. You 
have been too lonj' without hctaiing of mo; far 
longer, at least, than 1 meant. Here is a iecond* 
Letter from you,l)esidcs various intermediate Notes 
by the hands of Friends, since that Tcmpland Lot* 
ter of mine: the Letter arrived yesterday ; my ant* 
Bwer shall get under waj to-day. 

First under the head of business let it be authen¬ 
ticated that the Letter enclosed a Draft for j£51; 
a now, unexpectc'd munificence out of America; 
which is ei^er and anon dropping gifts upon mo, 
— to be received, as indeed they partly are, like 
Manna dropped out of the sky; the gift of un¬ 
seen Divinities! The last money I gol irom you 
changed itself iff tho usual soft manner from dol¬ 
lars into sovereigns, and was what thdy call ** all 
right,”— all except the little Bill (of Eight Pounds 
and odds, I think) drawn on Fraser’s Executors fiy 
Brown (Little and Brown ?); which Bill fhq said 
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Bxecotors having refused for 1 know not what rea- 

*son, I returned it to Brown with note of the dis- 

* 

I honor done it, and so the sum still stands on his 
Books in our favor. Fraser's people arc not now 
my Booksellers^ except in the matter of your JS$saya 
and a second edition of Sartor; the other Books 1 
got transferred to a certain pair of people named 
Chapman and Hall, 180 Strand”; which opera¬ 
tion, though (1 understand) it was transacted with 
great and vehement reluctance on the part of the 
Fraser pcoph‘, yet produced no quarrel between 
them and me, and they still forward parcels, 
and are full of civility when I see tlmm: — so that 
whotlier this had any eilfoct or none in their treat¬ 
ment of Brown and his Bill I never knew; nor in¬ 
deed, having as you explained it no concern with 
BrOwn’s and their affairs, did 1 ever happen to in¬ 
quire. 1 avoid all Booksellers; sec Uicm rarely, 
the blockheads; study never to think of them at all. 
Book-sales, reputation, profit, &c., ^e:; all this at 
present is really of the nature of an encumbrance 
to me; which 1 study, not withoutt^ucccss, to sweep 
almost altogether out of my head. One good is still 
possible to me in Life, one only: To screw a little 
more work out of myself, my miecrablo, despicable, 
yet livmg, acting, and so far imperial and celestial 
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and this, God knows, is difficulty enough vHb- 
out any foreign one! ^ 

You ask after Cromwell: ask not of him; he is* 
like to drive me mad. There he lies, shining eUor 
enough to me, nay glowing, or painfully burning ; 
but far down; sunk under two hundred years of 
Cant, Oblivion, Unbelief, and Triviality of every 
kind :• through all which, and to the top of all 
which, wliat mortal industry or energy will avail to 
raise liim! A thousand times I have rued that mv 
poor activity ever took that direction. The likeli-. 
hood still is that I may abandon the task undone. 

I have bored tj^rougli the dreariest mountains of 
rubbish; I have visited Naseby Field, and how 
many other unintelligible delds and places; 1 have 
&c., &c.: — alas, what a talent have I for getting 
into tlie Impossible! Meanwhile my studies ^ill 
proceed; I even take a ghoulish kind of pleasure 
in raking through these old bouc-houses and burial- 
aisles now; 1 have the strangest fellowship with 
that Inigo Genius of Death (universal president 
there), and catch sometime?* through some chink 
or other, glimpses into l.'lcsfi*ed ulterior regions,— ^ 
blessed, but as yet altogether mlmt There is no, 
use of writing of things past, unless they can be. 
made in fact things present: XK>t yesterday at all, 
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ba§ simply to-day and what it holds of fulillment 
*and of promises is oun: the dead ought to bury 
♦their dead, ought they not ? In short, 1 am very 
unfortunate, and deserve your prayers,—in a quiet 
k'lnd of way! If you lose tidings of me altogether, 
and never hear of me more, t—consider simply that 
1 have gone to my natal element, that the Mud 
Nymphs have sucked me in; as they have done 
several in their time! 

Sterling was here about the time your Letters to 
him came: your American reprint of his pieces 
was naturally gratifying him much.^ lie seems 
getting yearly more restless; ncc^sitatcd to find 
an outlet for himself, unable as yet to do it well. I 
think he will now write Review articles for a while; 
which craft is really, perha[)S, the one he is fittest 
foi*hitherto. I love Sterling: a radiant creature;’ 
but very restless; — incapable cither of rest or of 
effectual motion: aurora borealis and sheet light¬ 
ning ; whicli if it could but conceniniate itself, as 1 
[say] always —! —Wc had much talk; but, on 
the whole, even his4alk is not much better for mo 
than silence at present. Me miserum I 

Directly about the time of Sterling’s departure 
came Alcott, some two weeks after I had heard of 

1 «T%c Poetical Works of John Stcrlinj^'* Philadelphia, 1842. 
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his . arrival on these shores. He has been tiHee 
here, at considerable length; the second time, alb 
night, lie is a genial, innocent, simple-hearted 
roan, of much natural iiitolligence and goodness, 
with an air of rusticity, veracity, and dignity with- 
al, which in many ways appeals to one. The good 
Alcott: willi his long, lean face and figure, with his 
gray worn temples and mild radiant eyes; all bent 
oh saving the world by a return to acorns and Uio 
golden ago; ho comes before one like a kind of 
venerable Don Quixote, whom nobody can even 
laugh at without loving! .... 

My poor Wife is still weak, overshadowed with 
sorrow: her loH is great, the loss almost as of tlie 
widow’s mite; for except her good Mother she had 
almost no kindred left; and as for friends — they 
are not rife in this world. — God be thanked withal 
they are not entirely non-oxtant! *Have I not a 
Friend, and Friends, though they too are in sor¬ 
row ? Good bo with you all. 

T. Gabltlb, * 

By far the valuablest thing ^that Alcott brought 
roe was the Newspaper rejx'rt of Emerson’s last 
Lectures in New York. Really a right wholesome 
thing; radiant, fresh as tlio morning; a thing 
worth reading; which accordingly 1 clipped from 
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the Sfewepaper^ and have in a state of assiduous 
cTreulation to the comfort of many.—-1 cannot 
bid you quit tlie Dial, though it, too, ala^, is 
Antinomian somewhat! Perge, perge, ncvertlic- 
less. — And so now an end. T. C. 


LXXIl. 

CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

Cm LsrA, Lonuov, 29 Au^ufit, 1842. 

Mt DEAR Emerson, — This morning >our new 
Letter, of the loth August, has arrived^^ exactly ono 
fortnight old thanks to the gods an(4steam-demons! 
I already, perhaps six weeks ago, answered your 
former Letter,— acknowledging the manna-gift of 
the ^51, and ot^er things; nor do I think the 
Letter can ha\c been lost, for 1 remember putting 
it into the Post-Office m> self. To-day I am on the 
eVl of an expedition into Suffolk, and full of petty 
business: however, I will throw }ou one word,— 
were it only to lighten my own heart a little. You 
are a kind friend to me, and a precious;—and 
when I mourn over the impotence of Iliiman 
Bpeech, and how each of us, speak or write as he 
Thii letter of IStli August is musuig. 
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willy has to stand dumh, cased up in his own 
utterabilities, before his unutterable Brother, 1 fehl 
always as if Emerson were the man 1 could soonest 

try to speak with, — were I within reach of him! 

• 

Well; wc must be content. A pen is a pen^ and 
worth something; though it expresses about as 
much of a marCft meaning perhaps ns the stamping 
of a hoof will express of n Jiorso’s meaning; a very 
poor expression indeed! 

Your bihliopolic advice about Cromwell or my 
next Book shall be carefully attended, if I live ever 
to write another Book! But I have again got down 
into primeval Night; and live alone and mute with 
the 3Ianes, as you say; uncertain whether I shall 
ever more see a day. I am partly ashamed of my¬ 
self ; but cannot help it. One of my grand difficul¬ 
ties I suspect to be that I cannot write two Hooks 
at. once ; cannot be in the sevent^nth century and 
in the iiiiietoonth at one and the same moment; a 
feat which excels even that of the Irishman's Urd: 
“ Nobody but a bird can be in two pi ices at once^ ” 
For my heart is sick and sore in behalf of my own 
poor generation; nay, T feel withal as if the one 
hope of help for it consisted in the possibility of 
new Cromwells and new Puritans; thus do the 
two centuries stand related to me, the s^venteentli 
worthless exoept precisely in so far as it can be 
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sdade the nimteewth; and«jet let anybody try that 
eftterprisG! Heaven help me. — I believe at least 
that I ought to hold my tonyue ; more especially at 
present. . 

hanks for asking me to write you a word in 
the Dial, Had such a purpose struck mo long 
ago, there have been many things passing through 
my head, — march-marcliiiig as tlicy ever do, in 
long-drawn, scandalous Palstaff-rcgimcnts (a man 
ashamed to be seen passing through Coventry with 
such a set!) —some one of which, snatched out of 
the ragged rank, and dressed and drilled a little, 
might perhaps fitly have lieen saved from Cliaos, 
and sent to the Dial, In future we shall be on the 
outlook. I love your Dial, and yet it is with a kind 
of shudder. 'You seem to me in danger of dividing 

* youriihlves from the Fact of this present Universe, 
in which alone, ilgly as it is, can I find any anchor¬ 
age, and soaring away after Ideas, Beliefs, Revela¬ 
tions, and such like, — into perilous altitudes, as I 

i’ 

think; beyond the curve of perpetual frost, for one 
thing! I know not how to utter what impression 
yon give me; take the above as some stamping of 

• tiie fore-hoof. Surely I could wish you returned 
Into your own poor nineteenth century, its follies 
nnd maliyfies, its blind or half-blind, but gigantic 
ijdliBgs, its laughter and its tears, and trying to 
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evolve in some measure the hidden Godlike 
lies in it ;—that seems to me the kind of feat fhr 
literary men. Alas, it is so easy to screw one's 
self up into high and ever higher altitudes of Tran¬ 
scendentalism, and see nothing under one but the 
Everlasting snows of Himmalayali, the Earth shrink¬ 
ing to a Planet, and the indigo firmament sowing it¬ 
self with daylight stars; easy for you^ for me: but 
whither does it lead ? I dread always, To inanity 
and mere injuring of the lungs! — “ Stamp, Stamp, 
Stamp!” — AVell, 1 do believe, for one thing, a 
man has no rigiit to say to his own generation, 
turning quite away from it, “ Be damned I ” It is 
the whole Past aiid the wiiole Future, this same 
cotton-spinning, dollar-huuting, canting and shriek¬ 
ing, very wretched generation of ours. Come back 
into it, I toll you; — and so for the present will 

“stamp” no more. 

Adieu, my friend; 1 must not add a word 
more. Mj* Wife is out on a visit; it is to bring her 
back that 1 am now setting forth ior Suffolk. I 
hope to sec Ely too, and St. Ives, and Huntingdon, 
and various Cromwellmia. My blessings on the 
Concord Household now and always. Commend 
me expressly to your Wife and your Mother. Fttre-. 

well, dear friend. • 

T. Cabltlb. 
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LXXIII. 

EMERSON TO CARLYLE. 

* Concord, 15 October, 1842. 

My dear Carlyle, — 1 am in your debt for atr 
least two letters $incc 1 sent you any word. 1 
should be well content to receive one of those 
stringent epistles of bark and steel,and mellow 
wine with every day’s post, but ds there is no hope 
that more will bo sent without my writing to sig¬ 
nify that these have come, I hereby certify that I 
love you well and prize all your mes.sagcs. I 
read with special interest what you say of those 
English studies, and 1 doubt not the Hook is in 
steady progress again. Wo shall sec what change 
*the chUnged position of the author will make in the 
book. The first History expected its public; the 
second is written to an expecting people. The tone 
of the first was proud, — to defiance; wo will see 
if applauses have mitigated the master’s temper. 
This time he has a hero, and we shall have a sort 
of standard to try, by the hero who fights, the hero 
• who writes. Well; may grand and friendly spirits 
assist the work in all hours; may impulses and 
presences *frbm that profoun<| world which makes 
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and embraces the whole of humanity, keep your 
feet on the Mount of Vision which commands the 
Centuries, and the book shall be an indispensable 
Benefit to men, which is the surest fame. Let me 
know all tliat can bo told of your progress it. 
¥ou shall see in the last Dial a certain shadow or 
mask of yours, “ another Richmojad,*’ who has road 
your lectures and profited thereby.' Alcott sent 
mo the paper from London, but I do not know the 
name of the writer. 

As for Alcott, you have discharged your con¬ 
science of him manfully and knightly; 1 absolve 

you well.He is a groat man and was made 

for what is greatest, but I now fear that he has 
already touched what best he can, and through 
his more than a prophet’s egotism, and the absence. 
of all useful reconciling talents, will bring nothing ‘ 
to pass, and bo but a voice in the wilderness. As 
you do not seem to have seen in him his pure and 
noble intellect, I fear that it lies un'ler some new 
and denser clouds. * 

For the Dial and its rlns, I have no defence to 
set np. We write as wc can, and we know very 
little about it. If tlie direction of these specula-, 
tions is to be deplored, it is yet a fact for literary 

^ An article on Cromi|ell, in the Dial for Octobor, 1842. 
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hletory^ that all the bright boys and girls in Now 
iiagland, .quite ignorant of each other, take tlic 
world so, and come and make confession to fathers 
and mothers, — the boys that they do not wish to 
go4nto trade, the girls that they do not like morn¬ 
ing calls and evening parties. They are all rclt* 
giotis, but hate the churches; tliey reject all the 
ways of living of other men, but liavo none to offer 
in their stead. Perliaps, one of these days, a great 
Yankee shall come, wlio will easily do the unknown 
deed. # 

The booksellers have sent me accounts lately, 
but — I know not why — no moiu^y. Little and 
Brown from January to July liad sold very few 
books* I inquired of them concerning the bill of 
exchange on Fraser's Estate, which you mention, 
and tjiey said it had not been returned to them, but 
only som^* information, as I think, demanded by 
Fraser’s administrator, which they had sent, and, 
as they heard nothing again, they supfiosc that it 
is allowed and paid to you. Inform me on this 
matter. 

Munroe k Co. allow some credits, but charge 
more debits for binding, &c., and also allege few 
Bales in the hard times. 1 have got a good friend 
of 70 ur 8 ,»a banking man, to promise that he wiU 



i6 CarJ^U h JEmerscn, 

sift ail the account and see if the booksdilers hare 
kept their promises. But I have never yet got ail 
the papers in readiness for him. 1 am lookinf to 
see if I liaVe matter for new lectures, having left 
behind me last spring some half-proraises in 
York. If you can rebaember it, tell me who writes 
about Loyola and Xavier in the Edinburgh. Ster¬ 
ling’s papers — if lie is near you — are all in Mr. 
Russell’s hands.^ I played my part of Fadladeen 
with great rigor, and sent my results to Russell, 
butjiave not now written to J. S. 

Yours, 

R. W. R. 


Lxxrv. 

CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

^ CirwLSEA, London, 17 November, 1842. 

My dear Emerson, — Your Letter finds me here 
to-day; busied with many things, but not likely to 
bo soon more at leisure; wlicrcfore I may as well 
give myself the pleasure of answering it on the 
spot. The Fraser Bill by Brown and Little has 
come all right; the Dumfries Banker apprises mo 

^ Mr. A. L. Russell, ^vllo bad been instrumental in yrocaiing 
the American edition of Sterling's PoUkal Works. * 
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lutclj that lie has got the cash into his hands. 
Pray do not pester yourself with these Bookseller 
unfIntelligibiHties: I suppose their accounts aro 
all reasonably correct, the cheating, such as it is, 
ddne according to rule: what signifies it at any 
mtc ? I am no longer in any vital want of money; 
alas, the want that presses far heavier on me is a 
want of faculty, a want of mnne ; and the feeling 
of that renders one comparatively very indifferent 
to money! I reflect many times that the wealth 
of the Indies, the fame of ten Shakespeares or ten 
Mahomets, would at bottom do me no good at all. 
Let us leave these poor slaves of the Ingot and 
slaves of the Lamp to their ow'n courses, — within 
a certain extent of halter! 

» What you say of Alcott seems to me altogether 
just.* He is a man who has got into the Highest in¬ 
tellectual region, — if that l)e the Highest (though 
in that too there are* many stages) wherein a man 
^can believe and discern for himself, without* need 
of help from any other, and even in opposition to 
all others : but I consider him entirely unlikely to 
accomplish anything considerable, except some 
kind of crabbed, semi-perverse, though still man¬ 
ful existence of his own; wliicli indeed is no des¬ 
picable tiling. His more than prophetic egoism,” 

veil. zi. 
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— alaS) yes! It is of such material thatThebaid 
Eremites, Scct-foundcrs, and all manner of cros9- 
graincd fanatical monstrosities have fashioned 
themselves, — in very and in the highest re* 
gions, for that matter. Sect-founders withal ftre 
a class I do not like. No truly great man, from 
Jesus Christ downwards, as I often say, ever 
founded a Sect,—I mean wilfully intended found¬ 
ing one. What a view must a man have of this 
Universe, who thinks ‘‘ At! can swallow it all,” wdm 
is not doubly and trebly happy that lie can keep it 
from swallowing him! On the whole, I sometimes 
liope 'WO have now done 'with Fanatics and Ago¬ 
nistic Posture-makers in this poor world; it will 
be an immense improvement on the Past; and the 
“New Ideas,” as Alcott calls them, will prosper 
greatly the better on that ^tflicount I The old 
gloomy Gothic Cathedrals Tvere good; but the 
great blue Pome that hangs over all is bettor than 
ally Cologne one. —On the whole, do not tell thg 
good Alcott a w'ord of all this; but let him love 
me as he can, and live on vegetables in peace ; 
as I, living •partly on vejrctables, will continue to 
love him! 

The best thing Alcott did while he staid among 
us was to circulate some copies of your'Jfon 
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Boomer} I did not get a copy; I applied for one, 
90 soon "as I knew the right fountain ; but Alcott, 
I think, was already gone. And now mark, — for 
this I think is a novelty, if you do not already 
kifbw it; Certain Radicals have reprinted your 
Essay in Lancashire, and it is freely circulating 
there, and here, as a 4cheap pamphlet, with e.\'col- 
lent acceptance so far as I discern. Various News¬ 
paper reviews of it have come athwart me: all 
favorable, but all too shallow for sending to‘ you. 
I myself consider it a truly excellent utterance; 
One of the best words you have ever spoken. 
Speak many more such. And whosoever will dis¬ 
tort them into any vegetable ” or other crotclict, 
— let it be at his own peril; for the word itself is 
true and will have to make itself a fact there¬ 
fore ;• though not irtlistracted abortive fact, I hope! 
Words of that kind are not born into Facts in the 

seventh month.; well if they see the light full-grown 

♦ 

(they and their adjuncts) in the second century; 
for old Time is a most deliberate breeder! — But to 
speak without figure, I have been very much de¬ 
lighted with the clearness, simplicity, quiet energy 
and verac^ of this discourse; and also with the 

1 Lecture read before the Mechanics* Apprentices' Library 
Afla6eiation,*Bo8toii, January 25,1841.*’ 
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fact of its spontaneous appearance here among as. 
The prime mover of the Printing, I find, is orife 
Thomas Ballantync, editor of a Manchester News- 
patKjr, a very good, cheery little fellow, once a Pais¬ 
ley weaver as he informs me, — a great admirer of 
all worthy tilings. 

My paper is so fast failing, let me tell yon of 
the writer on Loyola. lie is a James Stephen, 
Hoad Under-Sccrctary of the Colonial Office,— 
that is to say, 1 believe, real governor of the 
British Colonies, so far as they have any govern¬ 
ing. Ho is of Wilberforcc’s erded, of Wilberforce’s 
kin; a man past middle age, yet still in full vigor; 
reckoned an enormous fellow for ‘‘despatch of 
business,** <fec., especially by Taylor (van Arte- 
velde) and others who are with him or under him 

in Downing Street.I regard the mftn a« 

standing on the confines of Genius and Dilettant¬ 
ism,— a man of many really good qualities, and 
excellent at the despatch of business. There we 
wHl leave him. — A Mrs. Lee of BrookUne near you 
has made a pleasant Book about Jean Paul, chiefly 
by excerpting.^ I am sorry to find Gunderode A 

i life of Je|n Paal Frederic Bichter. Compili^ from varioiu * 
Sources. Together vith his Autobiography. Translated Oom tiie 
German.** In Two Yolun^es. Boston, 1842. This bSok, which is 




31 


(kty/h to JEmerson, 

Oo. a decided weariness!^ — Cromwdl — Crom- 
ifell ? Dd not mention such a word, if you love 
me! And yet — Farewell, my Friend, to-night! 

Yours ever, 

• T. Carlyle, 

I will apprise Sterling before long: he is at 
Falmouth, and Well; urging me much to start a 
Periodical here! 

GambardcHa promises to become a real Painter; 
there is a glow of real fire in the w'ild southern 
man: next to no articulate intellect or the like, 
but of inarticulate much, or I mistake. He has 
tried to paint me for you ; but cannot, he says! 


• LXXV. 

CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

Chelsea, London, 11 March, 1848. 
Dear Emerson,—I know not whose turn it is to 
write; tliough a suspicion has long attended me 

one of the best in English concerning Jean Paul, «ras the work of 
the late Mrs. Thomas (Eliza Buckminster) Leo. 

^ In the Dialf for January, 1842, is an article by Mim Fuller on 
** Bettine Brentuio asd Giinderode," — a decidfxl weariness. The 
Oanmess Gujiderode was a friend of Bettiue’s, older and not much 
ir^than bunelf. 
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that it was jrours, and above all an indisputable 
wish that you would do it: but this present is a 
cursory lino, all on business, — and as usual all on 
business of my own. 

I have fiuislicd a Book, and just set the Printer 
to it; one solid volume (rather bigger than one of 
the French Rcvolutio7i Yoliimes, as I compute); it 
is a somewhat fiery and qucsfionable “Tract for 
tlie Times,” not by a Puseyite, which the terrible 
aspect of tilings here has forced from me, — I 
know not whether as preliminary to Oliver or not; 
but it had gradually grown to be the preliminary 
of anything possible for mo: so there it is writ¬ 
ten ; and 1 am a very sick, but withal a compara¬ 
tively very free man. The Title of the thing is to 
bo Past and Present: it is divided into Four Books, 
“ Book I. Proem,” “ Book II. The Ancient Monk,” 
“ Book III. The Modern Worker,” and “ Book 
IV. Horoscope ” (or some such thing): — the size 
of it 1 guessed at above. 

The practical business, accordimrly, is: Howto 
cut out that New York scoundrel, who fancies that 
because there is no gallowo it is permitted to steal? 
1 have* a distinct desire to do that; — altogether 
apart from the money to be gained thereby. A 
friend’s goodness ought not to be frustifited by a 
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scoundrel destitute of gallows. — You told me long 
^Ince how to do the operation; and here, according 
to the best way I had of fitting your scheme into 
my materials, is my way of attempting it. 

*The Book will not be out here for six good weeks 
from this date; it could be kept back for a week or 
two longer, if that were indispensable : but I hope 
it may not. In three weeks, half of it will be 
printed; I, in the meanwhile, get a correct manu¬ 
script Copy of the latter half made ready: joining 
the printed sheets and this manuscript, your Book¬ 
seller will have a three weeks* start of any rival, 
if I instantly despatch the Parcel to him. Will 
this do ? this with the announcement of the Title . 
as given above? Pray write to me straightway, 
and say. Your answer will be here before wo can 
puldish; and the Packet of Proof-sheets and Man¬ 
uscript may go off whether there be word from 
you or none. — And so enough of Pait and Pres¬ 
ent And indeed enough of all things, for my 
liaste is excessive in these hours. 

The last Dial came to me about three weeks ago 
as a Post-Letter, charged something like a guinea 
of postage, if I remember; so it had to be rejected, 
and I have not yet seen that Number; but will when 
mj leeway is once brought up a little again. The 
two preceding Numbers were, to a marked extent, 
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more like life than anything I had seen before of 
the Dial, There was not indeed an;^thing, exce|^ 
the Emersonian Papers alone, which 1 know by the 
first ring of them on the tympanum of the mind, 
that I properly speaking liked; but there was mudSi 
that 1 did not dislike, and did half like; and I say^ 
“ I faueto pede ; that will decidedly do better! ” —^ 
By the bye, it were as well if you kept rather a strict 
outlook on Alcott and his English Tail^ — I mean 
so far as we here hare any business with it. Bot¬ 
tomless imbeciles ought not to be seen in company 
witli Ralph Waldo Emerson, who has already men lis¬ 
tening to him on this side of the water. The “ Tail ” 
has an individual or two of that genus, — and the 
rest is mainly yet undecided. For example, I knew 
old - myself; and can testify, if you will be¬ 

lieve me, that few greater blockheads -(if “ bleck- 
hcad ” may mean “ exasperated imbecile ” and the 
ninth part of a thinker) broke the world’s bread in. 
his day. Have a care of such! I say ailways to 
myself, — and to you, which you forgive me. 

Adieu, my dear Emerson. May a good Genius 
guide you; for you are aloney alone; and have a 
steep pilgrimage to make, — leading highy if you 
do not slip or stumble ! . 

Ever your affectionate • 

T. CiRLTLB. 
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CAELYLE TO EMEESON. 

Chelsea, l April, 1843. 

»T DEAR Emerson, — Along with tliis Letter 
tiiere will go from Liverpool, on the 4th instant, the 
promised Parcel, complete Copy of the Book called 

I ^ f 

Pa»t and Pre^ent^ of which you already had two 
sin^nltaneous announcements.^ The name of the 
Steam Packet, I understand, is the ‘‘ Britannia.” 
I have addressed the Parcel to the care of “ Messrs. 
Little and Brown, Booksellers, Boston,” with your 
name atop: 1 calculate it will arrive safe'enough. 

Abo«G one hundred pages of the Manuscript Copy 
haji/proved superfluous, the text being there also 
^|ifa jfrinted shape; I had misestimated the Print¬ 
er’s velocity; I was anxious too that there should 
1)0 no failure as to time. The Manuscript is very 
indifferent in that section of it; the damage there¬ 
fore is smaller: your press-corrector *can acquaint' 
himself with the hand^ <fec..by means of it. A poor 
young governess, confined to horizontal posture, 
, and many sad thoughts, by, a disease of the spine, 

^ ThI letter making the second annoancement, being veiy similar 
l!o the preoe<ling, ia omitted. 



26 


CarJ^U to Emerson, 

was our artist in that part of the business: her 
writing is none of the distinciest^ but it was ^ 
work of Charity to give it her. I hope the thing is 
all as correct as 1 could make it. I do not bethink 
me of anything farther I have to add in the wa/. of 
explanation. 

In fact, my prophecy rather is at present that 

-, tlio gibbetlcss tliicf at New York, will beat us 

after all! Never mind if he do. To say truth, I 
myself shall almost be glad: there has been a 
botheration in this anxious arrangement of parts: 
correcting of scrawly manuscript copies of what 
you never wished to read more, and insane terror 
withal of ^having your own Manuscript burnt or 
lost, — that has exceeded my computation. Not to 
speak of this trouble in which I involve you, my 
Friend; which, I truly declare, makes mo ashamed! 
True 0110 is bound to resist the Devil in all shapes; 
if a man come to steal from you, you will put on 

, I 

what locks and padlocks are at hand, and not oto 
\hc whole say, “ Steal, then 1 ” Bui if the locks 
.prove insufficient, and the thief do break through, 
— that side of the^ltcrnativc also w'ill suit you 
very well; and, with perhaps a faint prayer for gib-, 
bets when they are necessary, you will say him, 
next time, “ Maote virtute^ my man! • 
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All is in a whirl with mo hero to-day; no other 
fepio but this wery poor one can be entered upon. — 
I hope for a letter from your own hand soon, and 
some news about still more interesting matters. 

$ m • • • • 

Adieu, my Friend; I feel still as if, in several 
senses, you stood alone witli mo midcr the sky at 
present! ^ 


LXXVII. 

, I 

EMERSON TO CAllLYLE. 

Concord, 29 April, 1848. 

ft 

My DEAR Cablyle, — It is a pleasure to set your 
name once more at the head of a sheet. It signi¬ 
fies how much gladness, how much wealth of being, 
that*the good, wise, man-chccring, man-helping 
friend, though unseen, lives there yonder, just out 
of sight. Your star burns there just below our» 
pastern horizon, and fills the lower and upper air 
with splendid ahd splcndescent auroras. By some 
refraction which new lenses or else steamships 
shall operate, shall I not yet one day see again the 
» disk of benign Phosphorus ? It is a solid joy to 
me, that whilst you work for all, you work for me 
ItTkft signatnie to tb w letter lias Veen cut oil. 
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and with mo, even if 1 have little to write, and 
seldom write your name. 

Since I last wrote to you, I found it needful, if 
only for the household’s sake, to set some new lec¬ 
tures in oj’der, and go to new congregations of 
I live so much alone, shrinking almost cowardly 
from the contact of worldly and public men, that I 
need more than others to quit home sometimes, 
and roll with the river of travellers, and live in ho¬ 
tels. I went to Baltimore, where I had an invita¬ 
tion, and read two lectures on New Bngland. On 
my return, I stopped at Plijladclphia, and, my 
Course being now growm to four lectures, read 
them there. At New York, my snowball was 
larger, and I read five ^cturcs on New England. 
1. Religion; 2. Trade; 8. Genius, Manners and 
Customs; 4. Recent literary and spiritual hiflu- 
ences from abroad; 5. Domestic spiritual history. 

, — Perhaps I have not quite done with them yet, 
but may make them the block of a new and some¬ 
what larger structure for Boston, next winter. 
The newspaper reports of them in New York were 
such offensive misstatements, that I could not send 
you, as 1 wdshed, a sketch. Between my two 
speeches at Baltimore, 1 went to Washingtem, 
thirty-seven miles, and spent four days. * The two 
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pole# of an enormous political battery, golTaoic 
^oil on Si\^ self-increased by series on series of 
plides from Mexico to Canada, and from tlio sea 
westward to the Rocky Mountains, here meet and 
pity, and make the air electric and violent. Yet 
one feels how little, more than how much, man 
is represented there. I think, in the higher soci¬ 
eties of the Universe, it will turn out tliat the 
angels arc molecules, as the devils wore always 
Titans, since the dulncss of the world needs such 
mountainous demonstration, and the virtue is so 
modest and concentrating. 

But I must not delay to acknowledge the arrival 
of your Book. It came ten or eleven days ago, in 
the Britannia,” with th^three letters of different 
ilatcs announcing it. — I have read the superfluous 
hundred pages of manuscript, and And it only too 
popular. Beside its abundance of brilliant points 
and proverbs, there is a deep, steady tide taking 
in, either by liopc or by fear, all the great classes 
of society,—and the philosophic minority also, by 
the powerful lights which are shed on the phenom¬ 
enon. It is true contemporary history, which other 
books are not, and you have fairly set solid London 
city aloft, afloat in bright mirage in the air. 1 
quairel only with the popular assumption, which is 
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perhaps a condition of the HiSor itself, tha^ the 
state of society is a new state, and wjfe not the 
same thing in the days of Kabelais and of Aris¬ 
tophanes, as of Carlyle. Orators always allow 
something to masses, out of love to their c^n 
art, whilst austere philosophy will only know the 
particles. 'J'his were of no importance, if the his¬ 
torian did not so come to mix himself in some 


manner with his erring and grieving nations, and 
so saddens the picture; for health is always pri- 
TUte and original, and its essence is in its un- 
mixablcncss.— But this Book, witli all its affluence 
of wit, of insight, and of daring hints, is born for 
a longevity which 1 will not now compute. — In 
one respect, as I hinted above, it is only too good, 
so sure of success, I mJm, that you are no longer 
secure of any respect to your property in oup free- " 
booting America. 

You must know that the cheap press has, witliin 

a few months, made a total change in our book 

_ _ ♦ 

markets. Every English book of «Jiy name or 

credit is instantly converted into a newspaper or 

coarse pamphlet, and hawked by a hundred boys 

in the streets of all ot our cities, for 25,18, or 12 

cents; Dickens’s JVbtes for 12 cents, Blackwoode 

Magazine for 18 cents, and so on. Three or fonr 
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greajb New York TK Philadelphia printing-houses 
do this work, with hot competition. One prints Bul- 
wer’s novel yesterday, for 35 cents ; and already, in 
twenty-four hours, anotlier has a coarser edition of 
it for 18 cents, in all thoJoughfares. — What to do 
with my sealed parcel of manuscripts and jiroofs ? 
No bookseller would in these perilous circumstances 
offer a dollar for my precious parcel. I inquired 
of the lawyers whether I could not by a copyright 
protect my edition from piracy until an English 
copy arrived, and so secure a sale of a few weeks. 
They said, no ; yet advised the taking a ccriincate 
of copyright, that we might try the case if wo 
wished. After much consulting and balancing for 
a few hours, T decided to print, as heretofore, on 
our own account, an ediffon, but cheap, to make 
the temptation less, to retail at scvciity-five cents. 
I print fifteen hundred copies, and announce to the 
public that it is your edition, and all good-men 
must buy this. I have written to the great Re- 
printers, namely to Park Benjamin, and to tJie 
Harpers, of New York, to request their forbear¬ 
ance; and have engaged Little and Brown to 
publish, because, I think, they have something more 
of weight with Booksellers, and arc a little less 
likely to* be invaded than Munroe. If we sell a 
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_ . . Iscnts, it will only 

yield you about two hundred dollars; if we shouid 
be invaded, we can then afford to sell the other 
five hundred copies at twenty-five cents, without 
loss. In thus doing, 1 involve you in some rtsk; 
but it was the host course that occurred.—Hith¬ 
erto, the MimllanieB have not been reprinted in 
Die cheap forms; and in the last year, James 
Mimroe <fe Go. have sold few copies; all books but 
the cheapest being unsold in Die hard times; some¬ 
thing has liowcvcr accrued to your credit there. 
J. M. & Go. fear that, if the new book is pirated 
at New York and the pirate prospers, instantly the 
Miscellanies wdll be jilundercd. We will hope bet¬ 
ter, or at least exult in that which remains, to wit, 
a Worth unfilimderablo, yet infinitely communicable. 

I have hardly space left to say what I i^vould ■ 
concerning the ^iaL I heartily hoped I had 
done with it, when lately our poor, good, .... 
publishing Miss Peabody, .... wrote me that its 
subscription would not pay its expeii«t:*s (we all 
writing for love). But certain fris-nds are very 
unwilling it should die, and T a little unwilling, 
though very unwilling to be the life of it, as editor. ^ 
And now' that you are safely through your book, 
and before the greater Sequel rushes to its nonclu- 
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sitm, Bend me, I pli^ you, that short chap|er which 
hovers yet in the limbo of contingency, in solid 
letters and points. Let it be, if that is readiest, a 
criticism on the Dial^ and this too Elysian race, 
not blood, and yet not ichor. — Let Jane Carlyle be 
on my part, and, watchful of bis hours, urge the 
poet in the golden one. 1 think to send you a du¬ 
plicate of the last number of the Dial by Mr. Mann,* 
who with his bride (sister of the above-mentioned 
Miss Peabody) is going to London and so to Prus¬ 
sia. He is little known to me, but greatly valued 
as a philanthropist in this State. 1 must go to 
work a little more methodically this summer, and 
let something grow to a tree in iny wide straggling 
shrubbery. With your letters came a letter from 
Sterling, who was too noble to allude to his books 

• and manuscript sent hither, and which Russell all 

» 

this time has delayed to print; I know not why, 
but discouraged, 1 suppose, in these times by book¬ 
sellers, I must know precisely, and writq presently 
to J. S. 


Farewell. 

R. W. Emerson.^ 


> The late Horace Mann. 

' * The following passages from Emerson's Diary relating to 
PeaA and Pnatrd seem to have been written a few days after the 
preceding letter: — 

**How mAy things this book of Carlyle gives ns to think 1 It 
VOL. 11. 3 
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LXXVIII. 

CARLYLE TO EMER80N- 

27 Aagufty 

Dear Emerson, — The bearer of this is Mr. 
Maercady, our celebrated Actor, now on a journey 
to America, wlio wishes to know you. In the 
pauses of a feverish occupation which ho strives 
honestly to make a noble one, this Artist, become 
once more a man, would like well to meet hero 
and there a true American man. He Ipvcs Heroes 

is a brave j^rappliiig with the problem of IIm times, no luxurious 
holding nloof, as is the uustoin of men of letters, who arc usually 
bachelors and not hushands in the state, but Literature hero has 
thrown off his gown and descended into tho open lists. The gods 
are come among us ill the likeness of men. An honest Iliad of 
English woes. Wlio is he that <‘an trust himself in the fray 7 Only 
such os cannot he fuiniliari/.ed, but nearest seen and touched is not 
B('ca and touched, but retnaius inviolate, inaccessible, because a 
higher interest, the politics of a higher sphere, bring him here and 
environ him, as the Ambassador carries his country with him. 
ly>ve protects him from profanation. What a book this in its rcla* 
tion to F.nglish privileged estates ! ■ How shall Quei-'. Victoria read 
this 7 how the Primate and lli-'hops of England bow the Lords f 
bow tho ('olleges 7 how the rich 7 and how the poor 7 Here is a 
Imok as full of treason ns an egg is f.,ll of meat, and every lord and 
lordship and high form and rcTuv'ny of English conservatism 
tosseil like a football into the ni;, and kept in the air with merciless^ 
rebounds and kicks, and yet not a word in the book is puuishablo 
by statute. Tho wit has eluded all official zeal, and yet these dire 
jokes, these cunning thrusts,—this flaming sword of chlmbim waved 
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aa few do ; and can recognize them, you will find, 
wfietlier tliey have on the Cothurnus or not. 1 
recommend him to you; bid you forward him as 
you hajre opportunity, in this department of his 
pilgrimage. 

Mr. Macrcady’s deserts to the English Drama 
are notable here to all the world ; but his digniiied, 
generous, and every-way honorable deportment in 
private life is known fully, 1 believe, only to a few 
friends. I have often said, looking at him as a 
manager of great London theatres, “ This Man, 
presiding over the unstablest, most chaotic prov- 


Mgh in air illuminatrii the whole horizon and shows to the eyes of 
the Universe every wound it inflicts. Wowt of all for the party at* 
taoked, it licrcaves them beforehand of all sympathy by anticipating 
the plea of poetic and humane conversation and iiiipi'cssing the 
•reader wi*h the conviction that Carlylu himself has the truest love 
for everything old and excellent, and a genuine rcsjKict for the hasia 
of truth in those whom ho exposes. Gulliver among the Lillipn- 
tiauB. .... 

** Carlyle must write thus or nohow, like a drunken man who can 
run, but cannot walk. What a man’s hook is tliat! *nQ prudences, 
no compromises, but a thorough independence. A masterly criti¬ 
cism on the times, Fault perhaps th(; excess of importanco given 
to the circumstance of to*doy. The poet is here for this, to dwarf 
and destroy all merely temporary circumstance, and to glorify the 
perpetual circumstance of men, o. g. dwarf British Debt*and raise 
Nature and soe.ial life. 

** But everything must be done well once; even bulletins and 
almanacs mustahave one excellent and immortal bulletin and alma* 
aao. So let Cwljrle'a be the immortal newspaper.*’ 
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inco of English things, is the one public man 
among us 'who has dared to take his stand on irhat 
he understood to be the truths and expect victory 
from that: ho puts to shame our Bishops ^d 
Archbishops.” It is literally so. 

With continued kind wishes, yours as of old. 

T. Cabltlb. 


LXXIX. 

EMERSON TO CARLYLE. . 

Concord, 30 October, 1848. 

My dear Friend, — I seize the occasion of hav¬ 
ing this morsel of paper for twenty-five pounds 
sterling from the booksellers to send you, (and 
which fail not to find enclosed, as clerks say,) to 
inquire whether you still exist in Chelsea, London, 
and what is the reason that my generous correspond¬ 
ent has become dumb for weary months. I must 
go far back to resume my thread. I think in April 
last I received your Mani’script, &c. of the Book, 
wliich I forthwith proceeded to print, after some 
perplexing debate with the booksellers, as I fpll^ 
informed you in my letter of April or loginning of 
May. Since that time I have had no Bne or word 



ErAerwn io Ckarfyk. 37 

from you. I must think that my letter did not 
itach you, or that you have written what has never 
come to mo. 1 assure myself that no liarm has 
befallen you, not only because you do not live in a 
corner, and what chances in your dwelling will 
come at least to my ears, but because 1 have road 
with great pleasure the story of Dr. Fraiicia,^ which 
gave the best report of your health and vivacity. 

I wrote you in April or May an account of the 
new state of things which the cheap press has 
wrought in our book market, and specially what 
difiicultics it put in the way of our edition of Pant 
and Prenent, For a lew weeks I believed that the 
letters I had written to the principal New York 
and Philadelphia bo(»ksellers, and the Preface, had 
succeeded in repelling the pirates. But in tho 
fourth or Afth week appeared a mean edition in 
New Yoik, published by one CoUyer (an unknown 
person and supposed to be a mask of some other 
bookseller), sold for twclvc.and one half cents, and 
of this wretched copy several thousands were sold, 
whilst our seventy-Ave cents edition went off slower. 
There was no remedy, and we must be content that 
there was no expense from our edition, which 

1 Garlyle's article on Dr Francia in the Foreign Quarterly Ite^ 
nknfft Ko. Reprinted m hu Mucellaniee, 
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before September had paid all its cost, and since 
that time has been earning a little, I bclicre. I am 
not fairly entitled to an account of the book from 
tho publishers until the 1st of January. 

I have never yet done what 1 have thought t^s 
other last week scriousiy to do, namely, to charge 
tlie good and faithful E. P. Clark, a man of accounts 
as he is a caBliicr in a bank, with the total auditing 
and analyzing of these accounts of yours. My hes¬ 
itation has grown from the imperfect materials 
which I have to offer him to make up so long a 
story. But he is a good man, and, do ydu know 
it ? a Carlylcsc of that intensity tliat I have often 
heard ho has collected a sort of album of several 
volumes, containing illustrations of every kind, his¬ 
torical, critical, <&c., to the Sartor, 1 must go to 
Boston and challenge him. Once when 1 asked 
him, he seemed willing to assume it. No more 
of accounts to-night. 

I send you by this ship a volume of translations 
from Dante, by Doctor Parsons of Bostor;, a practis¬ 
ing dentist and the son of a dentist. is his gift to 
you. Lately went Henry James to you with a letter 
from me. He is a line companion from his intelli* 
gonco, valor, and worth, and is and has been a very 
beneficent person as 1 learn. He carried a volume 
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of poems from mj friend and nearest neighbor, 
W* Ellery Channing, whereof give me, I pray yon, the 
best opinion you can. I am determined he shall bo 
a poet, and you must find him such.^ I have too 
many things to tell you to begin at the end of this 
sheet, which after all this waiting I have been com¬ 
pelled to scribble in a corner, with company waiting 
for me. Send mo instant word of yourself if you 
love me, and of those whom you love, and so God 
keep you and yours. 

R. Waluo Emebson. 


LXXX. 


CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

Chelsea, London, 31 October, 1843. 

My deab Emerson, —It is a long weary time since 

I have had the satisfaction of the smallest dialogue 

_ » 

with you. The blame is all my own ; the reasons 

would be difficult to give, — alas, they are properly, 

no-reasons, children not of Something, but of mere 

Idleness, Confusion, Inaction, Inarticulation, of 

* In the second number of. the IHal, in October, 1840, Emerson 
htd paUished, under the title of “New Poetry," an article warmly 
eommendiifk Mr. Channing a then unpublished poems. 
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Nothing in short! Let us leave them there, and 
profit by the hour wliich yet is. * 

I ran away from Loudon into Bristol and South 
Wales, when the heats grow violent, at the en(|1)f 
June. South Wales, North Wales, Lancashire, 
Scotland: 1 roved about everywhere seeking some 
Jacob’s-pillow on which to lay my head and dream 
of things heavenly ; — yea, that at bottom was my 
modest prayer, though 1 disguised it from myself: 
and the result was, I could find no pillow at all; 
but sank into ever meaner restlessness, blacker and 
blacker biliary gloom, and returned in tlie begin¬ 
ning of September Ihorougbly eclipsed and worn 
out, probably the weariest of all men living under 
the sky. Sure enough I have a fatal talent of 
converting all Nature into Prctornaturalism for 
myself: a truly horrible Phantasm-Reality it^isto 
me; what of heavenly radiances it has, blended in 
close neighborhood, in intimate union, with the 
hideousness of Death and Chaos; — a very ghastly 
business indeed! On the whole, it j ? better to . 

hold one’s peace about it.-1 flung myself down. 

on sofas here, — for my little Wife had trimmed up 
our little dwelling-place into quite glorious order 
in my absence, and 1 had only to lie down: there, 
in reading books, and other make-believe'employ- 
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ments, 1 could at least keep silence, which was on 
infinite relief. Nay, gradually, as indeed I antici¬ 
pated, the black rortexes and deluges have sub¬ 
sided ; and now that it is past, 1 begin to feel my- 
seft better for my travels after all. For one thing, 
articulate speech having returned to me, — you see 
what use 1 make of it. 

On the table of the London Library, voted in by 
some unknown benefactor whom 1 found after¬ 
wards to be Richard Milnes, there lay ono thing 
highly gratifying to me; the last two Numbers of 
the Dial, It is to be one of our Periodicals hence¬ 
forth ; the current Number lies on the Table till the 
next arrive ; then the former goes to the Binder; 
we have already, in a bound volume, all of it that 
Smerson has had the editing of. This is right. 
Nay, in Edinburgh, and indeed wherever ingenuous 
inquisitive minds wore mot with, I have to report 
that the shid Emerson could number a select and 
m^t loving public; select, and I should say fast 
growing: for good and indifferent reasons it may 
behove the man to assure himself - of this. Par- 
tlier, to the horror of poor Nickerson (Bookseller 
. FrasePs Successor), a certain scoundrel interloper 
here has Sprinted Emerson's Essays on grayish 
paper, to^be sold at two shillings, — distracting 
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Nickerson with the fear of change! 1 waft |^ad 
at tills, if also angry: it indicates several things. 
Nickerson has taken his measures, will reduce the 
price of his remaining copies; indeed, he informs 
mo the best part of his cdHtion was already s(3d, 
and ho has even some color of money due from 
England to Emerson through me! With pride 
enough will I transmit this mournful, noble pecu- 
lium: and after that, as I perceive, such cliivalrous 
international doings must cease between us. Past 
and Present^ some one told me, was, in spite of all 
your precautions, straightway sent forth in mod¬ 
est gray, and your benevolent speculation ruined. 
Here too, you see, it is the same. Such chivalries, 
therefore, arc now impossible ; for myself I say, 

Well, let them cease ; thank God they once were, 
the Memory of that can never cease with us !'* 

In this last Number of the Pial^ which by the 
bye your Bookseller never forwarded to me, I found 
one little Essay, a criticism on myself,^ — which, 
if it should do me mischief, may {ho gods for¬ 
give you for! It is considerably the most danger¬ 
ous thing I have read for s.>mo years. A decided 

' A criticism by Emerson of Peat arid Present^ in tbe Dial for 
July, 1S43. It ombodio!) a great part of the extract from Emerson's 
Diary given in a preceding note, and is well worth reiAing in full 
for its appreciation of Carlyle's powers and defects. • 
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lik^ess of mysolf recoguizablo in it, as in the 
c^Aestial mirror of a friend'a heart; but so enlarged, 
exaggerated, all transfigured, — the most delicious, 
the most dangerous thing! Well, I suppose I 
mi&t try to assimilatb it also, to turn it also to 
good, if I be able. Eulogies, dyslogies, in which 
one finds no features of one’s own natural face, 
are easily dealt witli; easily left unread, as stuff 
for lighting fires, such is the insipidity, the weari¬ 
some ?ioncntiiy of pabulum like that: but here is 
« 

another sort of matter! The bcautifulcst piece 
of criticism I have read for many a day,” says 
every one that speaks of it. May the gods forgive 
you!—I have purchased a copy for three shillings, 
and sent it to my Mother: one of the indMtahlest 
benefits 1 could think of in regard to it. 

Thtfre have been two friends of yours hero in 
these ycry days: Dr. Eussell, just returning from 
Paris ; Mr. Parker, just bound thither.^ Wo have 
seen them rather oftener than common, Sterling 
being in town withal. They are the best figures 
of strangers we have had for a long time; pos¬ 
sessions, both of them, to fall in with in this pil- 
. grimage of life. Russell carries friendliness in his 
eyes, a most courteous, modest, intelligent man; 

bDr. Le Baron Bussell; Theodors Farksr. 
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an English intelligence too» as 1 read, the best of 
it lying unspoken, not as a logic but as an instinct. 
Parker is a most hardy, feompact, clever little fel¬ 
low, full of decisive utterance, with humor and good 
humor; whom 1 like much. They shine like sims, 
these two, amid multitudes of watery comets and 
tencbrific constellations, too sorrowful without such 
admixture on occasion! 

As for myself, dear Emerson, you must ask me 
no questions till — alas, till 1 know not when! 
After four weary years of the most unreadable 
reading, the painfulost poking and delving, I have 
come at last to the conclusion that I must write a 
Book on Cromwell; that there is no rest for me 
till I do it. This point fixed, another is not less 
fixed hitherto, That a Book on Cromwell is impo9» 
sible. Literally so: you would weep for me If you 
saw how, between these two adamantine certain¬ 
ties, I am whirled and tumbled. God only knows 
what will become of me in the business. Patience, 
Patience! 

By the- bye, do you know a ‘‘ Massachusetts His¬ 
torical Society,” and a James Bow'doin, seemingly 
of Boston? In “Vol. IL third scries” of their 
Collections^ lately 1 met with a disappointment 
almost ludicrous. Bowdoin, in a kind dancing. 
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embarrassed style, gives long-winded, painfully 
nfinute account of certain precious volumes, con¬ 
taining “Notes of the iiong Parliament,” which 
now stand in the New York Library ; |>oiscs thorn 
in)iis assaying balance, speculalcs, prophesies, in¬ 
quires concerning them : to me it was like news of 
the lost Decodes of Li\y. Good Ileaxcns, it soon 
became manifest that those precious Volumes are 
nothing whatever but a wretched biokcii old dead 
manuscript copy of i»art of oiir printed Commons 
Journals! printed since 1745, and known to all 
barbers! If the Historical S<^oiety desired it, any 
Member of Pailiament could procure them the 
whole stock, Lords and (Ammons, a wheclliarrow- 
ful or more, witli no cost hut tlio carriage. Every 
Member lias tlie right <0 demand a copy, and few do 
it, feV will let such a mass cross their door-thresh¬ 
old ! This of Bowdoiii’s is a platitude of some mag¬ 
nitude. -Adieu, dear Emerson. Rest not, haste 

not; you have work to do. 


t Carlyle. 
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CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

Chklska, London, 17 November, 1842^ 

Dear Emerson, — About this time probably you 
will be reading a Letter I hurried off for you by 
Dr. Russell in tlic last steamer; and your friendly 
anxieties will partly be set at rest. Had I kept 
silence so very long ? I knew it was a long while; 
but my vague remorse had kept no date! It be¬ 
hoves mo now to write again without delay; to 
certify with all distinctness that I have safely re¬ 
ceived your Letter of the 30lli October, safely tlie 
Bill for £26 it contained ; — that you arc a brave, 
friendly man, of most serene, bcneficicnt way of 
life; and that I — God liclp me ! — • 

By all means appoint this Mr. Clark to the hon¬ 
orary office of Account-keeper — if he will accept 
it! By Parker’s list of questions from him, and 
by earlier reminiscences recalled on tlrat occasion, 
1 can discern that he is a man ^of lynx eyesight, 
of an all-investigating curiosity: if he will accept 
this sublime appointmciit, it will be the clearest 
case of elective affinity. Accounts to you must be 
horrible; as they arc to me; indeed, I seli^m read 
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bejond the la9t line of them, if 1 can find the lost; 
a^d one of the insupportabilitics of Bookseller Ac¬ 
counts is that nobody buf a wizard, or regular adept 
in such matters, can tell where the last line, and 
tinid net result of the whole accursed babblement, 
is to be found! By all means solicit Clark; — at 
all events, do you give it up, I pray you, and let 
the Booksellers do their own wise way. It really 
is not material; lot the poor fellows have length of 
halter. Every new Bill from America comes to me 

X 

like a kind of heavenly miracle; a reaping where 
I never sowed, and did not expect to reap: the 
quantity of it is a thing I can never bring in ques¬ 
tion.— For your English account with Nickerson 
I can yet say nothing more; perhaps about New- 
ycaFs-day the poor man will enal)lo me to say 
, somo^iing. I hear however that llie ’Pirate has 
sold off, or nearly so, his Two-shillings edition of 
the anej is preparing to print another; 

this, directly in tlie teeth of Cash and double-entry 
book-keeping, I take to be good news.' 

James is a very good fellow, b(?ttcr and better as 
we sec him more.’* Something shy and skittish in 
the man ; but a brave heart intrinsically, with 
’ sound, earnest sense, with plenty of insight and 
even liuiqor. He confirms an observation of mine, 
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which indeed I find is hundreds of years old, that a 

stammering man is never a worthless one. Phyv-* 

ology can tell you why. It is an excess of delicacy, 

excess of scusiljility to the presence of his fellow* 

creature, that makes him stammer, liammond 
„ * 
I’Bstrange says, “ Who ever heard of a stammering 

man that was a fool ?” Really there is something 

in that, — James is now off to the Isle of Wight; 

will see Sterling at Ventnor there; see whether 

such an Tslc or France will suit hotter for a winter 

« 

residence. 

W. E. Chaiining’s Poems arc also a kind gift 
from you. I have read the pieces you hod cut up 
for me : worthy indeed of reading! That Poem on 

Death is the utterance of a valiant, noble heart, 

• 

which in rhyme or prose 1 shall expect more news 
of by and by. But at bottom Poetry ” is almost 
auspicious affair for me at present! You cannot 
fancy the oceaiw of Twaddle that human Creatures 
emit upon me, in these times ; as if, when the lines 
had a jingle in them, a Nothing could be Some¬ 
thing, and the point were gained! ^ i is becoming 
a horror to mo, — as all b]:>oecf5 without meaning 
more and more is. I said to Richard Milnes, “ Now 
in honesty what is the use of putting your accusa¬ 
tive before the verb, and otherwise entai^ling the 



49 


Ca/rlgU to Iknenm* 

syntax; if Hiere really t« an image of any object^ 
tbought^ or thing within you^ for God’s sake let me 
have it the shortest wajt, and I will so cheerfully 
excuse the omission of the jingle at the end: can¬ 
not I do without that! ” — Milnes answered, “ Ah, 
my dear fellow, it is because we have no thought, 
or almost none; a little thought goes a great way 
when you put it into rhyme I ” Let a man try to 
the very uttermost to speak what he means, before 
singing is had recourse to. Singing, in our curt 
English speech, contrived ex])reshly and almost ex¬ 
clusively for “ despatch of business,” is terribly 
difficult. Alfred Tennyson, alone of our time, has 
proved it to be possible in some measure. If Chan- 
ning will persist in melting such obdurate speech 

into music he shall ha\e my true wishes, — my 
% 

augur^^ that it will take an enormous heat from 
him! — Another Chaniiing,^ whom I once saw here, 
sends me a Progrcss-of-thc-iSpecies Periodical from 
Now York. Ach Qott! These people and their 
affairs seem all “ melting ” rapidly enough, into 
thaw-slush or one knows not whaf. Considerable 
madness is visible in them. Stare super antiquas 
mas: “ No,” they say, “ we cannot stand, or walk, 
or do any good whatever there ; by God’s blessing, 

i The Reverend William Henry Channing. 

VOL. II. ^ 4 
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we will fly,—will not you!—here goes!*^ And 
WiQxv flight, it is as the flight of the wwwingod,—of 
oxen endeavoring to fly with the “ wings ” of an 
ox 1 By such flying, universally practised, the 
“ ancient ways ” are really like to become wery 
deep before long. In short, I am terribly sick of 
all that; — and wish it would stay at home at 
Fruitland, or where there is good pasture for it.— 

— My Friend Emerson, alone of all voices out of 
America, has sphere-music in him for me, — alone 
of them all hitherto; and is a prophecy and sure 
dayspring in the East; immeasurably cheering to 
mo. God long prosper him; keep him duly apart 
from that bottomless hubbub which is not at all 
cheering! And so ends my Litany for this day. 

The Cromwell business, though I punch daily at 
it with all manner of levers, remains immovable as 
Ailsa Crag. Heaven alone knows wdiat I shall do 
with it. I se^ and say to myself, It i% heroical; 
Troy Tow'ii was probably not a more heroic busi¬ 
ness ; and this belongs to thee, to thy o wn people, 

— must it bo dead forever?—Perhaps yes, — and 
kill mo too into the bargain. Really I think it 
very shocking that w'e run to Greece, to Italy, to 
<&c., <&c., and leave all at home lying buried as a' 
nonentity. Were I absolute Sovereign and Chief 
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Pontiff here, there should be a study of the Old 
JSngluh ages first of all. I will pit Odin against 
any Jupiter of them; find Sca-kings that would 
have given Jason a Roland for his Oliver! We 

arc, as you sometimes say, a book-ridden people, 

( 

— a phantom-riddep people.-All this small 

household is well; salutes you and yours with love 

old and new. Accept this hasty messenger; accept 

my friendliest farewell, dear Emerson. 

% 

Yours ever, 

T. CAaLYLB. 


LXXXll 

EMERSON TO CARLYLE. 

CoNCom>, 31 December, 1343. 

My dear Friend, —1 have had twp good letters 
from you, and it is fully my turn to write, so you 
shall have a token on this latest day of the year. 
I rejoice in this good will you bear to so many 
friends of mine, — if they will go to you, you must 
thank yourself. Best when you are mutually con¬ 
tented. I wished lately I might serve Mr. Mao- 
ready, who sent me your letter.—I called on him 
and introduced him to Sam 0. Ward, my friend 
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and the best man in the city, and, besides all his 

personal merits, a master of all the offices of tios- 

pitality. Ward was to keep, himself informed of 

Macreadj’s times, and bring me to him when there 

<1 

was opportunity. But he stayed but a few days in 
Boston, and. Ward said, was in very good hands, 
and promised to sec ua when lie returns by and by. 
1 saw him in Ifanilet, but should much prefer to 
sec him as Macready. 

I must try to entice Mr. Macready out here 
into my pines and alder bushes. Just now the 
moon is shining on snow-drifts, four, five, and six 
foot high, but, before his return, they w,ill melt; 
and already this my not native but ancestral vil¬ 
lage, Avhich I came to live in nearly ten years ago 
because it was the quietest of farming towns, and 
off the road, is found to lie on the diroclcst line 
of road froiy Boston to Montreal, a railroad is 
a-building through our secretest woodlands, and, to¬ 
morrow morning, our people go to Boston in two 
hours instead of three, and, next June, in one. 
This petty revolution in our country matters was 
very odious to me.when It began, but it is hard to 
resist the joy of all one*s neighbors, and I must 
be contented to be carted like a chattel in the cars 
and be glad to see the forest fall. Thi|i rushing on 
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your journey is plainly a capital inrention for our 
spdbious America, but it is more dignified and man¬ 
like to walk barefoot. — But do you not sco that 
we are getting to be neighbors ? a day from London 
to Liverpool; twelve or eleven to Bostonand an 
hour to Concord; and you have owed me a visit 
tlicse ten years. 

I mean to sond*with your January Dial a copy of 
the number for Sterling, as it contains a review of 
his tragedy and poems, by Margaret Fuller. I have 
not yet seen the article, and the lady affirms that 
it is very bad, as she was ill all tlie time she 
was writing ; but 1 hope and believe better. She, 
Margaret Fuller, is an admirable person, whoso 
writing gives feeble account of her. But I was to 
say that I shall send this Dial for J. S. to your 
•care, && I know not the way to the Isle of Wight. 

Enclosed in this letter I send a bill, of exchange 
for £32 8«. 2d. payable by Baring i Co. It hap¬ 
pens to represent an exact balance on Munroe’s 
books, and that slow mortal should have paid it 
before. I have not yet got to Clark, I who am a 
slow mortal, but have my eye fixed on him. Re¬ 
member mo and mine with kindest salutations to 

a 

your wife and brother. 

Ever yours, 

B. W. Emerson. 
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CARLYLJi: TO EMERSON. 

CfiELecA, 31 January, 1&4. 

Dear Emerson, — Some ten days ago came your 
Letter with a. new Dral’t of <£32 and odd money 
in it: all safe; the Draft now gone into the City 
to ripen into gold and silver, the Letter to be ac¬ 
knowledged by some hasty response now and here. 
America, I say to myself looking at these money 
drafts, is a*strange place; the highest comes out 
of it and the lowest! Sydney Smith is singing 
dolefully about doleful American repudiation, “(fr¬ 
owning of the soft impeachment ”; and here on 
tlK3 other hand is an American man, in virtUQ of 
whom America haa become definable withal as a 
place from which fall heavenly manna-showers 
upon certain men, at certain seasons of histoij, 
when perhaps manna-showers were not the un- 
ncedfulost things! — Wc will take the good and 
the evil, hero as elsewhere, and heartily bless 
Heaven. 

But now for the Draft at the top of this leaf^ 
One Golman,^ a kind of Agricultural Missionary, 

^ The Reverend Heniy Colmau. • 
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mach in vogue here at present, has given it me; it 
i£ Kmerson’s, the net produce hitherto (all but two 
cents) of Emerson's Essays, I enclose farther the 
Bookseller’s hieroglyph papers; unintelligible as all 
BuSh are; but sent over to you for scrutiny by the 
expert.. I gather only that there are some Five Hun¬ 
dred ahd odd of the dcar-priccd edition sold, some 
Two Himdrcd and odd still to sell, which the Book¬ 
seller says are (in spite of pirates) slowly selling;— 
and that the half profit upon the whole adventure 
up to this date has been X24 15*. lit?, sterling,-^ 
equal, as I am taught, at rf4:88 per pound sterling, 
to $121.02, for whicli, all but the cents, here is a 
draft on Boston, payable at sight. Pray have your¬ 
self straightway paid ; that if tlicrc be any mistake 
or delay I may rectify it while time yet is. — I add, 
for tlfc intelligence of the Bookseller-Papers, that 
Fraser, with whom the bargain j^iginally stood, 
was succeeded by Nickerson; these arc the names 
of the parties. And so, dear Friend, accept this 
• munificent sum of Money; and expect a blessing 
' with it if good wishes from the heart of man can 
give one. . So much for that. 

, Did you receive a Dumfries Newspaper with a 
criticism in it? The author is one Gilfillan, a 
young Dissenting Minister in Dundee; a person of 
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great talent, ingenuousness, entliuBiasm, and other 

virtues; whose position as a Preacher of bare old 

Calvinism under penalty of death sometimes makes 

me tremble for him. He has written in that same 

Newspaper about all the notablcst men of his time; 

Godwin, Corn-law Elliott and I know not all whom: 

if he publish the Book, I will take care to send it 

you.^ I saw the man for the first time last autumn, 

at Dumfries; as I said, his being a Calvinist Dis- 
* 

senting Minister, economically fixed, and spiritu¬ 
ally with such germinations in him, forces mo to 
be very reserved to him. 

V 

/■ 

John Sterling’s Dial shall be forwarded to Vent- 
nor in tlie Isle of Wight, whenever it arrives. He 
was here, as probably I told you, about two months 
ago, the old unresting brilliantly radiating man. 
He is now much richer in money than he was, and 
poorer by the loss of a good Mother and good Wife: 
1 understand he is building himself a brave house, 
and also busy writing a poem. He flini s too much 
“ sheet-lightning ” and unrest into me when we 
meet in these low moods of mine; and yet one 
always longs fdr hinf ba^’k again: “ No doing with 
him or without him,” the dog! 

> The eketches were published the next year in a vplome under 
the title of Tht OdlUry of Literary Portraits, 
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My thrice unfortunate Book on Cromwell, — it ia 
a real descent to Hades, to Golgotha and Chaos! 
J feel oftenest as if it wore possiblcr to die one’s self 
than to bring it into life. Besides, my health is in 
general altogether despicable, my “ spirits ” equal 
to -those of the ninth part of a dyspeptic tailor! 
One needs to be able to go on in all kinds of spirits, 
in climate sunny or sunless, or it will never do. 
The planet Earth, says Voss, — take four hexam¬ 
eters from Voss: — 

Journeys tliis Earth, her eye oil a Sun, through the heavenly 
spaces; 

Joyous in radiance, or joyless by fits and swallowed in tem¬ 
pests ; 

Falters not, alters not, etjual advancing, home at the duo hour; 
So thou, weather-proof, constant, may, equal with day, March I 

I have not a moment more to-night; — and 
besides am inclined to write unprofitablcs if I per¬ 
sist. Adieu, my friend; all blessings be with you 
always. 

" Yours ever truly, 

T. Caelyle. 
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EMERSON TO CARLYLE. 

Concord, Fcbruarj, 1844. 

My dear Carltlp], — I received by the last 
steamer your letter, and its prefixed orde^ for 
one hundred and twenty-oiic dollars, which order 
I' scut to Ward, who turned it at once into money. 
Thanks, dear friend, for your care and activity, 
which have brouglit me this pleasing and most 
unlooked for result. And 1 beg you, if you know 
any family representative of Mr. Fraser, to cx- 
[iress my sense of obligation to that departed 
man. 1 feel a kindness not without some w^on- 
der for those good-natured five hundred English- 
men who could buy and read my miscellany. I 

ft 

shall not fail to send them a new collection, 
wliich I hope they will like better. My faith in 
the Writers, as an organic class, incv*;ases daily., 
and in the possibility to a faithful man of arriv¬ 
ing at statements for which he shall not feel re¬ 
sponsible, but which slndi be parallel with nature. 
Yet without any effort I fancy I make progress 
also in the doctrine of Indifferency, and am cer¬ 
tain and content that the truth can T^iy well 
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spare me, and have itself spoken by another with¬ 
out leaving it or me the worse. Enough if we 
Imve learned that music exists, that it is proper 
to us, and that we cannot go forth of it. Our 
pl^s, however shrill and squeakiiig, certify this 
our faith in Tune, and tlie eternal Amelioration 
may one day reach our cars and instruments. It 
is a poor second thought, this literary activity. 

Perhaps I am not made obnoxious to much 
Buffering, but I have had happy hours enough in 
gazing from afar at the splendors of thc^ Intel¬ 
lectual Law, to overpay me for any pains 1 know. 
Existence may go on to be better, and, if it have 
such insights, it never can be bad. You some¬ 
times charge me with I know not what sky-blue, 
sky-void idealism. As far as it is a partiality, 1 
fear*I may be more deeply infected than you 
think me. I have very joyful dreams which I 
cannot bring to paper, much less to any approach 
to practice, and I blame myself not’ at all for my 

Vi 

reveries, but that they have not yet got possession 
of my house and barn. But I shall not lose my 
love for books. I only worship Eternal Buddh in 
the retirements and intermissions of Brahma.— 
But l must not egotize and generalize to the end of 
my sheet, as 1 have a message or two to declare. 
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1 enclose a bill of exchange on the Barings for 
thirty-six pounds; ■which is the sum of two re-‘ 
cent payments of Munroo and of Little and Brown, 
whereof I do not despair you shall yet have some 
account in booksellers’ figures. I have got so 
with Clark as to have his consent to audit the 
accounts when I shall get energy and time enough ■ 
to compile tliem out of my ridiculous Journal. 
Munroo begs me to say what possibly I have 
already asked for him, that, when tlie Hutory of 
Cromwell is ready to be seen of men, you will 
have an entire copy of the Manuscript taken, and 
sent over to us* Then will he ])rint a cheap edi¬ 
tion such as no one will undersell, and secure such 
a share of profit to the author as the cheap press 
allows. Perhaps only thirty or forty pounds would 
make it worth while to take the trouble, ’^val¬ 
ued friend of mine wishes to know who wrote 
(perhaps three years ago) a scries of metaphysical 
articles in Blachcood on Consciousness. Can you 
remember and tell me ? And now I "^^mme^d you 
to the good God, you and your History, and the 
true kind wife who is teb.vays good to the eager 
Yankees, and am yours heartily, 

R. W. Emebbon. 
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' CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

Chelsea, 3 April, 1844. 

Dear Emerson, — Till within five minutes of the 
limit of my time, 1 had forgotten that this was 
the 8d of the Month; that I had a Letter to write 
acknowledging even money! Take the acknowl¬ 
edgment, given in all haste, not without a gratitude 
that will last longer: the Thirty-six pounds and 
odd shillings came .safe in your Letter, a now 
unlooked-for Gift. America, I think, is like an 
amiable family teapot; you think it is all out long 
since, and lo, the valuable implement yields you 
another cup, and another! Many thanks to youy 
wild arc the heart of America to me. 

Republishing for one’s friend’s sake, 1 find* on 
consulting my Bookseller, is out here; wo have 
Pirates w'aiting for every American'thing of mark, 
as ytu have for every British; to the tender mer¬ 
cies of these, on both sides, I fancy the business 
must be committed. They do good too; as all 
does, even carrion: they send you fmier abroad, if 
the world have any use for you; — oftenest it only 
thinks* it has. Your Estayiy the Pirated 
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make an ugly yellow tatter of a Pamphlet, price 

c- 

1«. ; but the edition is all sold, I understand: 

and even Nickerson has not entirely ceased to 
sell. The same Pirate who pounced upon you 
made an attempt the other day on my poor Lifa 
of Schiller^ but I put the due spoke in his wheel. 
They have sent me LowelPs Poems; they are 
bringing out Jean PanV,8 lAfe, &c., ; the hungry 

Canaille, It is strange that men should feel them-- 
selves so entirely at liberty to steal, simply because 
there is no gallows to hang them for doing it. — 
Your new Hook will be eagerly waited for by that 
class of persons; and also by another class which 
is daily increasing here. 

The only other thing I am “not to forget” is that 
of the Essay on Consciousness in Blackwood, The 
writer of those Papers is one Ferrier, a Nephew of 
the Edinburgh Miss Perrier who wrote Marriage 
and some other Novels; Nephew also of Professor 
Wilson (Christopher North), and married one of 
his daughters. A man of perhaps five**'iid4hirty; 
I remember him in boyhood, bile he was boarded 
with an Annandale Clerg}'*.naii; I have seen him 
since manhood, and liked him well: a solid, square- 
visaged, dark kind of man, more like your Theodore 
Parker than any mutual specimen 1 can recollect. 
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gat the usual education of an Edinburgh Advo¬ 
cate ; but found no practice at the Bar, nor sought 
any with due anxiety, I believe; addicted himself 
to logical meditations; — became, the other year, 
||Prafftssnr of Universal History, or some such tiling, 
in the Edinburgh University, and lectures with 
hardly any audience: a certain young public want(;d 
me to be that Professor there, but I knew better. — 
Is this enough about Ferricr ? 

t 

I will not add another word; the time being paety 
irretrievable except by half-running! 

Write us your Book; and be well and happy 
always! ^ 


LXXXVI. 

CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

Chelbka, .'> 4-ugtist, 1844. 

Deab^ Emerson, — There had been a long time 
without direct news from you, till four days ago 
your Letter arrived. This day I understand to be 
the ultimate limit of the American Mail; yester¬ 
day, had it not been Sunday, would have been the 

* ^ The signature has been cut off. 
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limit; I writo a line, therefore, though in rery 
great haste, , • 

Poor Sterling, even I now begin to fear, is in a 
very bad way. lie had two successive attacks of 
spitting of blood, some three months ago or men’s ||| 
the second attack of such violence, and his previ¬ 
ous condition then so weak, that the Doctor as 
good as gave up hope, — the j>oor Patient himself 
had from the first given it up. Our poor Friend 
has had so many attacks of that nature, and so 
rapidly always rallied from them, 1 gave no ear to 
these sinister prognostics; but now that I see the 
summer influences passing over* him without visi¬ 
ble iinprovomcnt, and our good weather looking 
towards a close without so much strength added as 
will authorize even a new voyage to Madeira, — J 
too am at last joining in the general disoonrage-. 
incut; all the sadder to me that I shut it out so 
long. Sir James Clark, our best-accredited Physi¬ 
cian for such diseases, declares that Life, fpr cer¬ 
tain months, may linger, with great pa^u; but that 
recovery is not to be expected. Great part of the 
lungs, it appears, is totally unserviceable for res¬ 
piration ; from the remainder, especially in times 
of coughing, it is with the greatest difficulty that 
breath enough is obtained. Our poor Patient passes 
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tlio night in a «tting posture; cannot lio down: 
that fact sticks with rac ever since T heard it! 
He is very weak, very pale; still writes a great 
deal daily ”; but doet not wish io sec anybody; 
declines to “see even Carlyle,” who offered to go to 
him. His only Brother, Anthony Sterling, a hardy 
soldier, lately withdrawn from the Anny, and set¬ 
tled in tliis quarter, 'whom w'c often communicate 
with, is about going down to the Isle of Wight this 
week: lie saw .lolm four days ago, and brings 
nothing but bad news, — of which indeed this re¬ 
moval of his to the neighborhood of the scene is 
a practical testimony. The old Father, a Widower 
for the last two years, and very lonely and dis- 
spirited, seems getting feebler and feebler: he was 
here yesterday: apathetic hind of spectacle to us. 
• Alas, fflas! But what can be said ? I say Nothing; 
I have w littcn only one Ncdc to Sterling: 1 feci 
it probable that I shall never see him more, — nor 

f 

his like again in this world. Ills disease, as I have 
from of old eonstrued it, is a burning of him up by 
his own fire. The restless vehemence of the man, 
all ways these many years to find a 
legitimate outlet, and finding, except for transitory, 
unsatisfactory coruscations, none, has undermined 
its Clay PHson in the weakest point (which proves 

5 
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to be the lungs), and will make outlet there. Mjr 
poor Sterling! It is an old tragedy; and veiy 
stern whenever it repeats itself of new. 

To-day I get answer about Alfred Tennyson: all 

o 

is right on that side. Moxon informs me that^the 
Russell Books and Letter arrived duly, and were 
duly forwarded and safely received; nay, farther, 
that Tennyson is now in. Town, and moans to come 
and SCO me. Of this latter result I shall be very 
glad: Alfred is one of the few British or Foreign 
Figures (a not increasing number I think!).who 
are and remain beautiful to me; — a true human 
soul, or some authentic approxilhation thereto, to 
whom your own soul can say. Brother!—However, 
I doubt ho will not come; ’he often skips me, in 
those brief visits to Town; skips everybody in¬ 
deed ; being a man solitary and sad, as Certain 
men are, dwelling in an element of gloom, — car¬ 
rying a bit of Chaos about him, in short, whicli 
he is manufacturing into Cosmos! 

Alfred is the sou of a Lincolnshire Ooiitleman 

Parmer, I think; indeed, yon see in his verses that 

he is a native of moated gi'anges,” and green, fat 

pastures, not of mountains and their torrents atid, 

storms. He had lus breeding at Cambridge, as if 

for the Law or Church; being master ot a small 

• • * 
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a|iaait 7 on hid Father’s decease, ho preferred club¬ 
bing with his Mother and some Sisters, to live un¬ 
promoted and write Poems. In this way he lives 
styi, now here, now there; the family always within 
reach of London, never in it; he liimself making 
rare and brief visits, lodging in some old comrade’s 
rooms. I think he must he under forty, not much 
under it. One of the finest-looking men in the 
world. A great shock of rough dusty-dark hair; 
bright-laughing hazel eyes; massive aquiline face, 
most massive yet most delicate; of sallow-brown 
complexion, almost Indian-looking; clothes cyni¬ 
cally loose, free-and-easy ; — smokes infiifite to¬ 
bacco. His voice is musical metallic, — fit for 
loud laughter and piercing wail, and all that may 
lie between; speech and speculation free and plen¬ 
teous : I do not meet, in these late decades, such 
company over a pipe !*— We shall sec what he will 
grow to. He is often unwell; very chaotic, — his 
way is through Chaos and the Bottomless and 
Pathless; not handy for making out many miles 
upon. (0 . Paper!) 

I trust there is now joy in place of pain in the 
•House at Concord, and a certain Mother grateful 
again to the Supreme Powers! We are all in our 
customary health here, or nearly so; my Wife has 
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been in Lancashire, among her kindred there, for. 
a month lately: our swollen City is getting empty 
aiid still; wc think of trying an Autumn here this 
time. — Get your Book ready; there are readers 
ready for it! And be busy and victorious! 

Ever Yours, 

T. Carlyle. 

My Hietory is frightful! If I live, it is like to 
be completed; but wild her I shall live, and not 
rather be buried alive, broken-hearted, in the Serbo- 
nian Quagmires of English Stupidity, and so sleep 
beside Cromwell, often seems uncertain. Erebus 
has no uglier, brutaler element. Lot us say noth¬ 
ing of it. Let us do it, or leave it to the Devils. 
Ay de mi! 


LXXXVIL 

EMERSON TO CARLYLE. 

Bo«5Toti, 1 September, 1844. 

My dear Carlyle, — I hare just learned that in 

ft 

an hour Mr. Wilmer’s mail-bag for London, by the 
“ Acadia,” closes, and 1 will not lose the occasion 
of sending you a hasty line: though 1 had^'designed 
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to write you ftom home on sundry matters, whirii 
]Sov must . wait. 1 send by tins steamer some 
sheets^ to the bookseller John Chapman, — proof- 
sheets of my new book of Essays. Chapman wrote 
ta me by the last steamer, urging me to send him 
some manuscript that had not yet been published in 
America, and he thought he could make an advan¬ 
tage from printing it, and even, in some conditions, 
procure a copyright, and lie would publish for mo 
on the plan of half-profits. The request was so 
timely, since I was not only printing a book, but 
also a pamphlet (an Address to citizens of some 
thirteen towns who celebrated in Concord the negro 
Emancipation on 1st August last), that I came to 
tov^ n yesterday, and hastened the printers, and have 
now sent him proofs of all the Address, and of 
morefthan half the book. If you can give Chap¬ 
man any counsel, or save me from any nonsense by 
enjoining on him careful correction, you shall. 

I looked eagerly for a letter from you by the 
last steamer, to give mo exact tidings of Sterling. 
None came; but 1 received a short note from Ster¬ 
ling himself, which intimated that he had but a few 
more days to live. It is gloomy news. I beg you 
will write me everything you can relate of him, by 
the nextfmaiL If you can learn from his friends 
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whether the packet of his Manuscripts and printed 
papers, returned by Russell and sent by me throng 
Haruden’s Express to Vontnor, arrived safely, it 
would be a satisfaction. 

Yours affectionately, 

R. W. Emebson. 


LXXXVIIL 

CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

Chelsea, 29 September, 1844. 

Dear Emerson, — There should a Letter have 
come for you by that Steamer; for I wrote one duly, 
and posted it in good time myself: I will hope 
therefore it was but some delay of some subaltern 
official, such as I am told occasionally chances, and 
that you got the Letter after^ all in a day or two. 
It would give you notice, more or less, up to its 
date, of all the points you had inrjuired about: 
there is now little to be added ; except concerning 
the main point, That the catastrophe has arrived 
there as we foresaw, and all is ended. 

John Sterling died at his house in Ventnor on the. 
night of Wednesday, 18th September, about eleven 
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o’clock; luioxpectedlj at last, and to appearance 
mAtboot pain. His Sistor-in-law, Mrs. Maurice, had 
gone down to him from this place about a week bo^ 
fore; other friends were waiting as it were in view 
of*him; but he wished generally to be alone, to 
continue to the last setting his house and his heart 
more and more in order for the Great Journey, 
For abopt a fortnight back he had ceased to hare 
himself formally dressed; had sat only in his dress¬ 
ing-gown, but I believe was still daily wheeled into 
his Library, and sat very calmly sorting arid work¬ 
ing there. He sent inc tw^o Notes, and various 
messages, and gifts of little keepsakes to my Wife 
and myself: the Notes were brief, sterii and loving; 
al1x)gcther noble; never to be forgotten in this 
world. His Brother Antliony, who had been in the 
Isle ef Wight within call for several weeks, had 
now come up to Town again; but, after about a 
week, decided that he would run down again, and 
look. He arrived on the Wednesday; night, about 
nine o’clock; found no visible change; the brave 
Patient calm as ever, ready to speak as ever, — to 
say, in direct words which he would often do, or 
indirectly as his whole speech and conduct did, 
*‘Ood is Great.” Anthony and he talked for a 
while, then took leave ior the night; in few min- 
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utes more, Anthony was summoned to the bedside 
and at eleven o’clock, as 1 said, the curtain dro^ 
and it was all ended. — Euge / 

Whether the American ManmeripU had arrived 
I do not yet know, but probably shall before tJliis 
Letter goes; for Anthony is to return hither on 
Tuesday, and I will inquire. Our Friend is buried 
in V'entiior Churchyard; four big Elms overshadow 
the little spot; it is situated on the southeast side 
of that green Island, on the slope of steep liills (os 
I understand it) that look toward the Sun, and are 
close wdthin sight and hearing of the Sea. There 
shall he rest, and have fit lullaby, this brave one. 
He has died as a man should; like an old Homan, 
yet w'ith the Christian liibles and all newest revela¬ 
tions present to liim. lie refused to see friends; 
men whom I think he loved as well as any,*—me. 
for one when I obliquely proposed it, he refused. 
He was even a little steni on his nearest relatives 
when they came to him: Do I need your help to 
die ? Phocion-like he seemed to feel tlegraded by 
physical decay; to feel that he ougiit to wrap his 
mantle round him, and say, ** I come, Persephoneia; 
it is not I that linger : ” — His Sister-in-law, An¬ 
thony’s Wife, probably about a month ago, while 
they were still in Wight, had begged that she mi^ 
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see him yet once; her husband would be there too, 
she engaged not to speak. Anthony had not yet 
persuaded him, when she, finding the door half 
open, went in: his palo changed countenance al- 
moSt made her shriek ; she stept forward silently, 
kissed his brow in silence; he burst into tears. 

Let us speak no more of this.-A great 

quantity of papers, 1 understand,, are left for my 
determination; what is to be done with them 1 
will sacredly endeavor to do. 

I liave visited your Bookseller Chapman; seen 
the Proof-sheets lying on his tabic; taken order 
that the reprint shall be well corrected, — indeed,! 
am to read every sheet myself, and in tliat w*ay get 
accpiaiutod with it, before it go into stereotype. 
Chapman is a tall, lank youth of fivc-and-twcnty; 
full of T^ood will, wliat other equipment time 

must vot try. By^a little Book of his, which I 
looked at some montlis ago, he seemed to mo suiik 
very deep in the dust-hole of extinct Bocinianism; 
a painful predicament for a man ! He is not sure 
of' saving much copyright for you ; hut ho will do 
honestly what in that respect is doable; and he 
will print the Book correctly, and publish it de¬ 
cently, I saying imprimatur if occasion be, — and 
your ever-inereasing little congregation here will do 
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with the new word what they can. I add no more 
to-day; reserving a little nook for the answe# I 
hope to get two days hence. Adieu, my Friend; it 
is silent Sunday ; the populace not yet admitted to 
their i^ecr-shops, till the respectabilities concihde 
their rubric-muinmcrics, — a much more audacious 
feat than beer! Wc liave wet wind at Northeast, 
and a sky somewhat of the dreariest: — Courage! 
a little way above it reigns mere blue, and sunshine 
eternally ! — T. C. 

Wednesday^ October 2d *—The Letter had to wait 
till to-day, and is still in time. Anthony Sterling, 
who is yet at Vciitnor, apprises mo this morning 
that according to his and the (Governess’s belief the 
Russell Manuscripts arrived duly, and were spoken 
of more than once by our Friend. — On Monday I * 
received from this same Antirohy a big packet by 
Post; it contains among other things all your Let¬ 
ters to John, wrapt up carefully, and nddressed in 
his hand, “ Emerson’s Letters, to be rol urned through 
the hands of Carlyle ”: they shall go towards you 
next week, by Mr. Jamos^ who is about returning. 

Among the other Papers was one containing seven 

• 

stanzas of verse addressed to T. Carlyle, 14th Sep^ 
temher; full of love and enthusiasm;—the Fridajr 
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before hie death: T was yisiting the old City of 
Witichester lhat day, among the tombs of Canutes 
and eldest noble ones: you may judge how sacred 
the memory of those hours now is! 

Iteve read your Slavery Address; this morning 
the first Aa^f-shcet, in Proof, of the EiiBay9 has 
come: perfectly correct, and right good reading. 

Yours ever, 

T. Carlyle. 


LXXXIX. 

EMERSON TO CARLYLE. 

CoNCOUD, 30 September, 1844. 

• My pear Friend, —I enclose a bill of exchange 
for thirty pounds stealing which .1 procured in town 
to-day at $5 each pound, or $15,0; so high, it seems, 
is the rate at present, higher, they sajd, than for 
years. It is good booksellers’ money from Little 
and Brown, and James Munroe &. Co., in unequal 
proportions. If you wish for more accurate in¬ 
formation and have a great deal of patience, thcrO' 
& still hope that you may obtain it before death; 
for I this day met £. P. Clark in Washington 
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Street, and he reported some progress in auditing 
of accounts, and said that when presently his family 
should return to town for the winter, he would see 
to tlie end of them, i. c. the a^feounts. 

I received with great satisfaction your leitSr of 
July, which came by a later steamer tlian it was 
written for, but gavo me exact and solid informa¬ 
tion on what 1 most w'ished to know. May you live 
forever, and may your reports of men and things 
be accessible to mo whilst I live ! Even if, as iio.w 
in Sterling’s case, the news are the worst, or nearly 
so, yet let wliatevcr comes for knowledge be precise, 
for the direst tragedy that is accurately true must 
share the blessing of the Universe. 1 liave no later 
tidings from Sterling, and I must still look to you 
to tell me what you can. I dread that the story 
should be short. * May you have much good to tell 
of him, and for many a day to come! The sketch 
you drew of Tennyson was right welcome, for he is 
an old favorite of mine, — 1 owned his book before I 
saw your face ;—though I love him with allowance* 
0 cherish him with love and praise, and draw from 
him whole books full of verses yet. The only 
point on wdiich you never give precise intelligence 

• r 

is your own book ; but you shall have your will^m 
that; so only you ai'rive on the shores*of light at 
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bwti with your mystic freight fished partly out of 
the seas of time, and partly out of the empyrean 
deeps. 

I have much regr^ed a sudden note I wrote you 
just Wore tho steamer of 1 September sailed, en¬ 
treating you to cumber yourself about my proof- 
sheets sent to the London bookseller. 1 heartily 
absolve you from all such vexations. Notlung could 
be more inconsiderate. Mr. Chapman is undoubt¬ 
edly amply competent to ordinary correction, and I 
much prefer to send you my little book in decent 
trim than in rags and stains and deformities more 
than its own. I have just corrected and sent to 
the steamer the last sheets for Mr. Clmpnian, who 
is to find English readers if he can. I shall ask 
Mr. Chapman to send you a copy, for his edition will 
T>e more* correct than mine. What can I tell you 
better ? Why even this, that this house rejoices in 
a brave boy, now near three months old. Edward 
we call him, and mv wife calls him Edwdrd Waldo. 
When shall I show him to you? And when shall 
I show you a pretty pasture and wood-lot which I 
bought last weet on tlie borders of a lake which is 
tjie chief ornament of this town, called Walden 
Pond ? One of these days, if I should have any 
money, 1 x&ay build me a cabin or a turret tliere 
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high as the tree-tops, and spend my nights as yell 
as days in the midst of a beauty which never 
fades for me. 

Yours with 

R. W. Emehson. 


XC. 

CARLYLE TO LMERSON. 

CnFLsrA, 8 November, 1844 

Dear Emerson,— Bvihe clearest law 1 am bound 
to wiite )ou a word to-day, wcio my haste even 
gicater than it is. The last American fleet or ship, 
about tlie middle of last month, brought me a Draft 
for Thiity Pounds; ^hicli I coinertcd into ready 
cash, and ha%e here, — and am now your grateful' 
debtor for, as of old. There seems to be no end to 
those Boston Booksellers ! I think the well is diy; 
and sti aig1it\i ay it liegiiis to run again Tlianks to 
you: — it is, I daie say, a thing yo Loo are grate¬ 
ful for. We will recogn’^e it among the good 
things of tills rather nbiT''rent world.—By the 
way, if that good Clark like his business, let hin^ 
go on with it; but if not, stop him, poor fellow! 
It is to me a matter of really small moment 
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whether those Booksellers* accounts be ever audited 
in this world, or left over to the General Day of 
Audit. 1 myself shudder at the sight of such 
things; and make Ay bargain here so always as to 
hare no trade with them, but to be netto from the 
Why should I plague poor Clark with them, 
if it be any plague to liim ? The Booksellers will 
never know but wo examine them! ^ Tlie very ter¬ 
ror of Clark's name will be as the bark of chained 
Mastiff, — and no need for actual biting! Uavo 
due pity on the man. 

Your English volume of Essays, as Chapman 

probably informs you by this Post, was advertised 

yesterday, ** with a Preface from mo.'* That is 

hard I j accurate, that latter clause. My “ Preface” 

consists only of a ccrtilicato that the Book is cor* 

•rectly printed, and sent forth by a Publisher of 

your appointment, whom therefore all readers of 

yours ought to regard accordingly. Nothing more. 

There proves, I believe, no visible real ^’iBstige of a 

copyright obtainable here; only Chapman assei’ts 

that he has obtained one, ai\d that lie will take all 

contraveners into Chancery, — which lias a terrible 

sound; and indeed the Act he founds on is of so 
• 

distracted, inextricable a character, it may mean 
anytlilng and all things, and no Sergeant Talfourd 
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whom we could connult durst take upon him to 
that it meant almost anything whatever. The 
sound of “ Clianccry,” the stereotype character of 
' this volume, and its cheap price, may perhaps deter 

o 

pirates, — who are but a weak body in this country 
as yet. I judged it riglit to help in that; anH 
impertinent, at this stage of affairs, to go any 
farther. The Book is very fairly printed, onward 
at least to the Essay New Enfuntd EoUties, where 
my “ pcrfect-copy ” of the sheets as yet stops. I 
did not read any of tlic I’roofs except two; finding 
it quite superfluous, and a sad waste of time to the 
hurried Chapman liimsclf. I have found yet but 
one error, and tliat a very correctable one, “ Har¬ 
vest ” for “harvest’’;—no other that I recollect 
at present. 

The work itself falling on me by driblets has not' 
the right chance yet—not till I get it in the bouhd 
state, and read it all at once — to produce its due 
impression on me. But T will soy already of it, It 
is a Sermon to me, as all your other rl. liberate ut¬ 
terances are ; a real word^ which I feel to be such, 
— alas, almost or altogolhcr the one such, in a 
world all full of jargons, hearsays, echoes, and vain 
noises, which cannot pass with me for words! This 
is a praise far beyond any “ literary ” ouh ; literary 
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praises are not worth repeating in comparison.— 
For the rest, I have to object still (what you will 
call objecting against the Law of Nature) that we 
find you a Speaker indeed, but as it were a SuUlo- 
quiSer on the eternal mountain-tops only, in vast 
solitudes where men and tlicir affairs lie all hushed 
in a very dim remoteness; and only the^man and 
tlic stars and the earth arc visible,— whom, so fine 
a fellow seems he, we could j)erpctiially punch into, 
and say, “ Why W'oirt you come and help us then ? 
Wo have terrible need of one man like you down 
among us! It is cold and vacant^uj) there; notliing 
paintablo but rainbows and emotions; come down, 
and you shall do life-pictures, passions, facts,— 
which transcend all thought, and leave it stuttering 
and stammering ! ’’ — To wdiich lie answers that ho 
won’t, tiaii’t, and docs n’t want to (as the Cockneys 
hawe it) : and so I leave him, and say, “ You West¬ 
ern Gymriosophist! Well, wc can afford one man 
for that too. But —! ” — By the bye,*I ought to 
say, the sentences arc very brief; and did not, in my 
sheet reading, always entirely cohere for me. Pure 
genuine Saxon ; strong and simple; of a clearness, 
of a beauty— But they did not, sometimcB, rightly 
stick to their foregoers and their followers: the 
paragraph not as a beaten in^ot, but as a beautiful 

6 


VOL. II. 



82 


Carlyle to Emerson, 

square bag of duch^shot held together by canvas! I 

will tiy them again, with the Book deliberalely 

before me. — Tliere are also one or two utterances 

about “ Jesus,” “ immortality,” and so forth, which 

will produce widc-cyes here and there. 1 do^not 

say it was wrong to utter them; a man obeys his 

own Dsemon in these cases as his supreme law. I 

dare say you arc a little bored occasionally with 

“ Jesus,” &c,,— as 1 confess I myself am, when I 

discern wliat a beggarly Twaddle they have made of 

all that, what a greasy Cataplasm to lay to their 

own poltrooneries; — and an impatient person may 

exclaim with Voltaire, in serious moments: Au 

% 

nom de I)ieu^ ne me parlez plus de cet hommerld! 

I have had enough of him;—1 tell you I am alive 
too! ” 

Well, I have scribbled at a great rate; Regard- * 
less of Time’s flight! — My Wife thanks mrfny 
times for M. Fuller’s Book. I sent by Mr. James 
a small Packet of your letters— which will make 
you sad to look at them! Adieu, dear friend. 

T. Carltle. 
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XCI. 

EMERSON TO CARLYLE. 

Concord, 81 Doccmborf 1844. 

My dear Friend, — I have long owed you a let¬ 
ter and have much to acknowledge. Your two 
letters containing tidings, the first of the moi*tal 
illness, and the second of the death of Sterling, 
I had no heart to answer. I had nothing to say. 
Alas! as in so manv instances heretofore, 1 knew 
not what to think. Life is somewhat customary 
and useful; and death is the unusual and astonish¬ 
ing ; it kills in so far the survivor also, when it 
ravishes from him friendship and the most nohltv 
and admirable qualities. That wliieh we call faith 

m 

seems somewhat stoical and selfish, if we use it as 
a retreat from the pangs this ravishment inflicts. 
I had never seen him, but 1 held him fast; now I 
see him not, but I can no longer hold him. Wlio 
can say what he yet is and will be to me ? Tlio 
most just and generous can best divine that. I 
have written in vain to James to visit me, or to 
, send me tidings. He sent me, without any note, 
the parcel you confided to him, and has gone to 
Albany, or I know not whither. 
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I have xour notes of the progi’ess of my Londpn 
printing, and, at last, the book itself. It was 
thoughtless in me to ask your attention to the book 
at all in tlic proof state; the printer might hjve 
been fully trusted with corrected printed pages 
•before him. Nor should Cliapman have taxed you 
for an advertisement; only, I doubt not ho was 
glad of a chance to have business with you ; and, of 
course, was too tliaukful for any Preface. Thanks 
to you for tlio kind thought of a “ Notice,” and for 
its friendly wit. You shall not do this thing again, 
if I should send you any more books. A Preface 
from you is a sort of banner or oriflamme, a little 
too splendid for my occasion, and misleads. I 
fancy my readers to be a very quiet, plain, even 
obscure class, — men and women of some religious 
culture and aspirations, young, or else mystical, 
and by no means including the great literary and 
fashionable army, which no man can count, who 
now read your books. If you mtroduoo me, your 
readers and the literary papers try to ^oad me, and 
with false expectations. I had rather have fcwe.1* 
readers and only such belong to me. 

1 doubt not your stricture on the book as some-, 
times unconnected and inconsecutive is just. Tour 
words are very gentle. I should describe it much 
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more harshly. My knowledge of the defects of 
these things I write is all but sufficicnf to hinder 
me from writing at all. 1 am only a sort of lieu¬ 
tenant here in the deplorable absence of captains, 
ajft write the laws ill as thinking it a better hom¬ 
age than universal silence. You Londoners know 
littfc of the dignities and duties of country lyce- 
uins. But of what you say now and heretofore 
respecting the remoteness of my writing and think¬ 
ing from real life, though I hear substantially tlio’ 
same criticism made by my countrymen, I do not 
know what it means. If I can at any time express 
the law and the ideal right, that should satisfy me 
without measuring the divergence from it of the 
last act of Congress. And though 1 sometimes 
accept a popular call, and preach on Temperance 
or the Abolition of Slavery, as lately on the Ist 
of August, I am sure to feel, before I have done 
with it, what an intnision it is into another sphere, 
and so much loss of virtue in my own. Since I 
am not to see you from year to year, is there never 
an Englishman wdio knows you well, who comes to 
America, and whom you can send to me to answer 
all my questions ? Health and love and joy to 
you and yours. 


R. W. Emerson. 
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XCII. 

EMERSON TO CARLYLE. ’ ^ 

Concord, 31 cTanuary, 1845. 

My dear Carlyle, — Carey and Hart of Pliila- 
delpliia, booksellers, have lately proposed to buy tlie 
remainder of our JJoston edition of your Mucdla- 
nieg, or to give you a Iwiius for sanctioning an edi¬ 
tion of the same, which they propose to publish. 
On inquiry, I have found that only thirteen entire 
sets of four volumes remain to us unsold; whilst 
we have 22G copies of Volume IIL, and 243 copies 
of Volume IV., remaining. 

In replying to Mr. Carey, I proposed that, besides 
the proposed bonus, he should buy of me these old 
volumes, which are not bound but folded, at 25 
cents a volume, (Munroe having roughly computed 
the cost at 40 cents a volume,) but this be declines 
to do, and offers fifty pounds stcrlAg f^u his bonus. 
I decided at once to acccp)t his offer, thinking it a 
more favorable winding up of our account than I 
could otherwise look for; as Mr. Carey knows 
much better liow to defend himself from pirates 
than I do. So 1 am to publish that his edition is 
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edited with your concurrence. Our own remaining 
copies of entire sets 1 shall sell at once to Monroe, 
at a reduced price, and the odd volumes 1 think to 
dispose of by giving them a new and independent 
title-page. In the circumstances of the trade here, 
I tliink Mr. Carey’s offer a very liberal one, and lie 
is reputed in his dealings eminently just and gen¬ 
erous. 

My friend William Furness, who has corre¬ 
sponded with me on Carey's belialf, lias added now 
another letter to say that Mr. Carey wishes to pro¬ 
cure a picture of Mr. Carlyle to be engraved for 
this edition. “lie understands there is a good 
head by Lawrence, and he wishes to employ some 
London artist to make a copy of it in oil or water 
colors, or in any way that will suffice for the 
engraver; and he proposes to apply to Mr. Carlyle 
for permission through liiman the American artist 
who is now in England.” Furness goes on to ask 
for my “ good wrd ” with you in fuHherance of 
this design. Well, 1 heartily ho})C you will not 
resist so much good nature and true love; for Mr. 
Furness and Mr. Griswold, and others who com- 
,pose a sort of advising committee to Mr. Carey, 
are sincere lovers of yours. One more o[)portuiiity 
this crisis* in our a 9 Count 8 will give to that truest 
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of all Carljlians, E. P. Clark, to make liie report 

« 

1 called at his house two nights ago, in Boston; 
he promised immediate attention, but quickly drew 
me aside to his “ Illustrations of Carlyle,” an end¬ 
less train of hooks, and portfolios, and boxes of 
prints, in which every precious word of that master 
is explained qr confirmed. 

Affectionately yours, 

R. W. Emerson. 


XCIII. 

CARLYLE TO EMERSON, 

ChSlska, 16 February, 1845. 

Dear Emerson, — By tlio last Packet, ^which 
^ sailed on the 3d of the month, 1 forgot to write to 
you, though already in your debt one Letter; and 
there now has another Letter arr^d, wliich on the 
footing of mere business demand to be answered. 

1 write straightway; not kriowiiig liow tho Post- 
Office people will contrive tho conveyance, or 
whetlicr it can be sooner than by the next Steam-, 
ship, but willing to give them a chance. 

You have made another > brave bargain for me 
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with the Philadelphia people; to all of which 1 
can say nothing but ^^Euge ! Papa ! ” It scorns to 
me strange, in tlie present state of Copyriglit, how 
sanction or tlie contrary can be worth X60 
to any American Bookseller; but so it is, to all 
appearance; let it be so, therefore, with thanks 
and surprise. The Messrs. Carey and Lea distin¬ 
guish themselves by the beauty of their Editions; 
a poor Author docs not go abroad among his 
friends in dirty paper, full of misprints, under 
their guidance; this is as handsome an item of the 
business as any. As to the Portrait too, 1 will bo 
as ^ amiable” as heart could wish; tnilv it will be 
worth my while to take a little pains that the kind 
Philadelphia Editors do once for all get a faithful 
Portrait of me, since thfey are about it, and so pre¬ 
vent counterfeits from getting into circulation. I 
will endeavor to do in that matter whatsoever they 
require of me; to the extent even of sitting two 
days for a Crayoj| Sketch such as may Ibe engraved, 
— though this new sacrifice of patience will not be 

needed as matters are. It stands thus: there is no 

* 

Painter, of the numbers who have wasted my time 
,and their own with trying, that has indicated any 
capability of catching a true Likeness, but one Sam¬ 
uel Lawrence; a young Painter of real talent, not 
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quite .80 young now, but still only struggling fjr 
complete mastership in the management of colors. 
He docs crayon sketches in a way to please almost 
himself; but liis oil puiiitiiigs, at least till within a 
year or two, have indicated only a great faculty still 
crude in that particular. His oil portrait of me, 
whicli you speak of, is almost terrible to behold! 
It has the look of a Jblun, of a Scandinavian 
Demon, grim, sad, as the angel of Dealh;—and the 
coloring is so ^reV/cisIi, the finishing so coarse, it re¬ 
minds you withal of a flayed horse’s head! “ Dinna 
atpeak o't^ I3ut the prejjaratory crayon-sketch of 
this, still in existence, is admired by somfe judges; 
poor John Stcrliiig bought it from the Fainter, and 
it is now here in the hands of liis Brother, who will 
readily allow any autliorizefl person to take a draw¬ 
ing of it. Lawrence himself, 1 imagine, would be 
the nttest man to employ; or your Mr. Ingham 
[Inman], if he bo lierc and a capable person: one or 
both of tbcae might superintend the En<,‘raving of 
it here, and not part witli the plate till n were pro¬ 
nounced satisfactory. In shru t, I am willing to do 
‘‘ anything in reason ”! Oi'lj- if a Portrait is to be, 

I confess I should rather avoid going abroad under, 
the hands of bunglers, at least of bunglers sanc¬ 
tioned by myself. There is a Portrait of me in 
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some miserable farrago called Spirit of the Age a 
farrago unknoi^fn to me, bot a Portrait known, for 
poor Lawrence brought it down to me with sorrow 
jn his face; it professes to be from liis painting; is 
a ^‘iLais without the beauty *’ (as Charles Liunb used 
to say); a flayed horse’s head without the spiritu¬ 
alism, good or bad, — and simply figures on my 
mind as a detestability; which I had.inucli rather 
never have seen. These poor Spirit of the Age peo¬ 
ple applied to me; I described myself as “ busy,” 
<kc.; shoved them off me; and this monster of in¬ 
iquity, resembling Nothing in the Earth or under it, 
, is the result. In short, J am willing, 1 am willing; 
and so let ns not waste aiiotlior drop of ink on it 
at present! — On the whole, are not you a strange 
fellow? You apologize as if witli real pain for 
* “ trouble ” I had, or indeed am falsely suiiposod to 
have had, with Chapman hero; and forthwith en¬ 
gage again in correspondences, in speculations, and 
negotiations, and I know not what, on 'my behalf! 
For shame, for shame! Nay, you have done one 
very ingenious thing; to set Clark upon the Boston 
Booksellers’ accounts: it is excellent; Michael 

Scott sotting the Devil to twist ropes of sand, 

• 

* ** A new Spirit of tho Age. Edited by U. H. Horne.” .In. Two 
ydnmeh London, 1844. 
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“ Tliere, my brave one; see if you don’t find work 

f 

there for a while! ” I never think of this Clark 
without love and laughter. Once more, Euge! 

Chapman is fast selling your Books here; strik¬ 
ing off a new Five Hundred from his Stereotypes. 
You arc wrong as to your Public in this Country; 
it is a very pretty public; extends pretty much, I 
believe, through all ranks, and is a growing one,— 
and a truly arxHtocraticy being of the bravest in¬ 
quiring minds wo have. All things are breaking 
up here, like Swedish Frost in the end of March; 
gdchh ^pouvantahle» Deep, very serious eternal 
instincts are at w^ork; but as yet no serious word 
at all that I hear, except what reaches me from 
Concord at inku’vals. Forward, forward! 'And 
you do not know what I mean by calling you 
“unpractical,” “tlieorctic.” 0 coeca cordh! But' 
1 have no room for such a theme at present. 

The reason I tell you nothing about Cromwell is, 
alas, that there is nothing to be told. I cm day and 
night, these long months and years, > ^ry miserable 
about it, — nigh broken-hearted often. Such a 
scandalous accumulation .Human Stupidity in 
every, form never lay before on such a subject. No 
liistory of it can be w'ritten to this wretched, fleer¬ 
ing, sneering, canting, twaddling. God-forgetting 
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generation. How can you explain men to Apes by 
the Dead Sca?^ And f am very sickly too, and 
my Wife is ill all this cold weatlier, — and I rtm 
suqjc in the bowels of Chaos, and scarce once in the 
three months or so see so much as a possibility 
of ever getting out! CromweH’s own Letters and 
Speeches I have gathered together, and waslted clean 
from a thousand ordures: these I do soinciiiues 
think of bringing out in a legible shape ; — perhaps 
soon. Adieu, dear friend, with blessings always. 

T. Caulylk. 

Poor Sydney Smitli is understood to be dying; 
water on the chest; past hope of Doctors. Alas! — 


XCIV. 

CAkLYLE TO ?:MEKSOIf. 

CriELARA, 29 AiigURt, 1845. 

Dear Emerson, — Your Letter,- which liad been 
very long expected, has been in my hand above a 

' Tho flwt'llera by the Dead Sea who were changed to tipcs are 
ilfferred to in vatioua places by Carlyle. He tells tlie story of the 
metamorphosis, which he got from the Introduction to Salehs Koran, 
in Pad and P^mnlf Book 111. Ch. 3. 

2 The letter here referred to is missing. 
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month now; and still no answer sent to it^ I 
thought of answering stfaightway; but the day 
went by, days went by ; — and at length I decided 
to wait till my insupportable Burden (the “ Stu¬ 
pidity of Two Oenturios as I call it, which is 
a heavy load for oii(‘. man I) wore rolled off my 

f 

shoulders, and I could resume the hahit of writ¬ 
ing Letters, wdiieb has almost loft me for many 

months. By Ihc luispoakahlo blcrssing of Heaven 

• 

that consuinmatiou has now iirrivod, about four 
days agi> I wTote my last w'ord on CromwelVs 
Letters and Sjxrches ; and one of the earliest uses 
1 make of my rocovtM’od freedom is to salute yon 
again. The Book is nearly printed: two big vol¬ 
umes ; about a lialf of it, I Ibink, my own; the 
7*eal utterances of the man Oliver Cromwell once 
more legible to earnest men. Legible reafly to an 
unexpected extent: for the Book took quite an un¬ 
expected figure in my hands; and is now a kind 
of Life of Oliver, the best that cir*. umstances 
would permit mo to do: — wdiethe^ either I or 
England shall be, in my time, fit for a better, re¬ 
mains submitted to th(' I^estinies at present. I 
have tied up the whole Puritan Paper-Litter (con¬ 
siderable masses of it still unburnt) with tight 
strings, and hidden it at the bottom of my deepest 
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repositories: there shall if, if Eoaven please, lie 
dormant for a time and times. Such an element 
as I have been in, no human tongue can give ac¬ 
count of. Tlie disgust of my Soul has l)een great; 
a really labor: worth very little when I have 
done it; but the best I could do; and that is quite 
enough. I feel the liveliest gratitude to the gods 
that 1 have got out of it alive. The l>«)ok is very 
dull, but it is actually legible: all the ingenious fac¬ 
ulty I had, and ten times as much would have been 
useful there, has been employed in elucidation; in 
saying, and chi(‘fly in forbearing to say, — in anni¬ 
hilating continents of brutal wreck and dung; Ach 
Gotti — But in fact you will see it by and by ; and 
then form your own conclusions about it. They 
are going to publish it hi ()ctol)cr, 1 find: I tried 
bard tiT gi't you a complete copy of the sheets by 
this Steamer; but it proves to be flatly impossible ; 
— perhaps luckily; for I think you would have 
been botheriug yourself with some new Bookseller 
negotiation about it; and that, as copyright and 
other matters now stand, is a thing I cannot rec¬ 
ommend. — Enough of it now: only let all my 
silences and other shortcomings be explained 
thereby. I am now off for the North Country, for 
a snatch Aill at the small remnants of Summer, 
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and a little free air and sunsliine. I am really 

tr 

far from well, though I have been riding diligently 

for three months back, and doing what I could to 

% 

help myself. 

Very glad shall I be, my Friend, to have some 
new utterances from you either in verse or in 
procc! Wliat you say about th^ vast imperfection 
of all modes of utterance is most, true indeed. Let 
a man s[)eak and sing, and do, taud sputter and ges¬ 
ticulate as he may, — the meaning of him is most 
ineffectually shown forth, jioor fellow; rather indi¬ 
cated as if by straggling syftibols, than spoken or 
visually expressed! Poor fellow! So the great 
rule is. That ho have a good manful meaning, and 
tlicn that ho take what “ mode of utterance is 
honestly the readiest for him. — 1 wish you w'ould 
take an American Hero, one whom you really love; 
and give us a History of him, — make an artistic 
bronze statue (in good words') of his Life and him I 
I do indeed. — But speak of w'hat you will, you are 
welcome to me. Once more I say, K' other voice 
in this wide waste world seems to my sad ear to be 
speaking at all at presen { The more is the pity 
for us. 

4 * 

I forbid you to plague yourself any farther with 
those Pliiladelphia or other Booksellers. If you 
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could hinder thorn to promulgate any copy of that 
frightful picture by Lavrertce,or indeed any picture 
at all) 1 bad rather stand as a shadow than as a 
falffiy in the minds of my American friends: but 
this too we are prepared to encounter. And as for 
the money of these men, — if they will pay it, good 
and welcome; if they will not pay it, let them keep 
it with what blessing there may be in it! I have 
your noble oflices in that and in other such matters 
already unforgetably sure to me ; and, in real fact, 
that is almost exactly the whole of valuable that 
could exist for me ‘ in tlio affair. Adieu, dear 
Friend. Write to me again ; 1 will write again at 
more leisure. Yours alwaysj 

T, Carlyle. 


XCV. 

EMERSON TO CARLYLE. . 

Concord, 15 September,-1846. 

My dear Friend, — I have seen Furness of Phil¬ 
adelphia, who was, last week, in Boston, and in¬ 
quired of him what account I should send you of 
the new Philadelphia edition. “ Has not Mr. Carey 
paid you?^’ he said. — No. ‘‘Then has he not 
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paid Carlyle directly ? ” No, as I believe, or I 
should have heard of it. — Furness replied, that 
the promised fifty pounds were sure, and that the 
debt would have been settled before this tiaSll^ if 
Mr. Carey had lived. 8o as this is no longer a 
Three Blind Callenders’ business of Arabian Nights, 
I shall rest secure. I have doubted whether the 
bad name wliich Philadelphia has gotten in these 
times would not have disquieted you in this long 
delay. If you have ever heard directly from Carey 
and Hart, you will inform me. 

1 am to read to a society in Boston presently 
some lectures, — on Plato, or the Philosopher; 
Swedenborg, or the Mystic ; Montaigne, or the 
Sceptic; Shakespeare, or the Poet; Napoleon, or 
the Man of the World; — if I dare, and much lec¬ 
turing makes us incorrigibly rash. Perhaps", before 
I end it, my list will be longer, and the measure of 
presumption overflowed. I may take names less 
reverend than some of these, — but siv lectures I 
have promised. 1 find this obligai>jii usually a 
good spur to the sides of that dull horso 1 have 
charge of. But many of iis advantages must be 
regarded at a long distance. 

I have heard nothing from you for a Idhg time*, 
— so may your writing prosper the move. 1 wish 
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to hear, however, eoiicerningi*you, and your house, 
and your studies, when there is little to tdl. The 
steamers come so fast—to exchange cards ^ould^ 
no l^he nothing. My wife oiid children and my 
mother are well. Peace and love to your house¬ 
hold. 


R. W. Emerson. 


XOVI. 

EMERSON TO CARI.YLE. 

Coxcoui>, 30 September, 1846. 

My DEAR Friend, — 1 liad hardly sent away my 
letter by the last steamer, when yours full of good 
news arrived. 1 greet you heartily on the achieve¬ 
ment dJ your task, and the new days of freedom 
obtained and deserved. Happiest, first, that you 
can work, which seems the privilege of the great, 

I 

and then, also, that thereby you can come at the 
sweetness of victory and rest. Yes, floe to the coun¬ 
try, ride, run, leap, sit, spread yourself at large; 
and in all ways celebrate the immense benevolence 
of the Universe towards you; and never complain 
agaii\ of dyspepsia, crosses, or the folly of men; 
for in giifing you this potent concentration, what 
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has been wiibholden t I am glad with all men th^t 
a new book is made, that the gentle creation as 
^well 41 s the grosser goes ever on. Another month 
will bring it to me, and I shall know the secrets of 
these late silent years. Welcome the child of my 
friend! Why should I regret that I see you not, 
when you are forced thus intimately to discover 
yourself beyond the intimacy of conversation? 

But you sliould have sent me out the sheets by 
the last steamer, or a manuscript copy of the book. 
1 do not know but Munroc would have printed it 
at once, and defied the* penny press. And slow 
Time might have brouglit in his hands a most 
modest reward. 

I wrote you the other day the little I had to say 
on affairs. Clark, the financial Conscience, has 
never yet made any report, though often he* prom¬ 
ised. .Half the year he lives out of Boston, and 
unless I go to his Bank I never see his face. I 
think he will not die till lie have disburdt ned him¬ 
self of this piece of arithmetic. I pra; you to send 
mo my copy of this book at 1 lie earliest hour, and 
to offer my glad congratuiutiiins to Jane Carlyle, 
on an occasion, 1 am sure, of great peace and relief 
to lier spirit. And so farewell. 


E. W. Eteasoir. 



Emermi to Carl^l^ 
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XCVII. 

EMERSON TO CARLYLE.' 

Concord, 14 May, 1846. 

Dear Friend, — I daily expect the picture, and 

■< 

wonder — so long as I have wished it — I had 

no?er asked it before. I was in Boston the other 

\ 

day, and went to the best reputed Daguerrotypist, 
but though I brought home three transcripts of my 
face, the house-mates voted them rueful, supremely 
ridiculous. 1 must sit again ; or, as true Elizabeth 
Hoar said, 1 must not sit again, not being of the right 
complexion which Daguerre and iodine delight in. 
I am minded to try once more, and if tlic sun will 
not take me, 1 must sit to a good crayon sketcher, 

Mr. Cfieney, and send you his draught. 

Good rides to you and the longest escapes from 
London streets. I too have a new plaything, the 

t 

best I ever had,—a wood-lot. Last fall I bought a 
piece of more than forty acres, on the border of a 
little lake half a mile wide and more, called Wal¬ 
den Pond, —a place to which my feet have for 
^ years been accustomed to bring me once or twice 
a week at all seasons. My lot to be sure is on 

• ^ A letter letters are muiiog. 
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the further side of the water, not so familiar to me 
as the nearer shore. Some of the wood is an old 
growth, but most of it has been cut off within 
twenty years and is growing thriftily. In these 
May days, wlien maples, poplars, oaks, birches, wal¬ 
nut, and pine are in their spring glory, I go thither 
every afternoon, and cut witli my hatchet an Indian 
path through the thicket all along the bold shore, 
and open the finest pictures. 

My two little girls know the road now, though it 
is nearly two miles from my house, and find their 
way to the spring at the foot of a june grove, and 
with some awo to the ruins of a village of shanties, 
all overgrown with mullein, 'which the Irish who 
built the railroad left beliind them. At a good 
distance in from the shore the land rises to a rocky 
head, perhaps sixty feet above the water. Tliereon 
I thi]ik to place a hut; perhaps it will have two 
stories and be a potty tower, looking out to Monad- 
noc and other Now Hampshire Moimtaius. There 
I hope to go with book and pen when good hours 
come. 1 shall think there, a fortnight might bring 
you from Loudou to Waldun Pond. — Life wears on, 
and do you say the gray hairs appear ? Few can , 
so well afford them. The black have not linng 
over a vacant brain, as England and Amoripa know; 
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noTf trhite or black, will it give itself any Sabbatli 

for many a day henceforward, as 1 believe. What 

have we to do with old age ? Our existence looks 

to mh more than ever initial. We have come to 

see the ground and look- up' materials and tools. 

The men wlio have any positive quality are a flying 
* 

advance party for reconnoitring. We shall yet 
have a right work, and kings for competitors. 
With ever affectionate remembrance to your wife, 
your friend, 

R. W. Emebson. 


XCVIIL 

EMKRSON TO CAULYLE. 

Concord, 31 May, 1846. 

My dear Friend, — It is late at night and 1 have 
postponed writing hot knowing but that my parcel 
would be ready to go, — and now a public meeting 
and the speech of a rarely honcat and eloquent man 
have left me but a span of time for the morning's 
messenger. 

. The photograph came safely, to my thorough con¬ 
tent. I have what I have wished. This head is to 
me out comparison more satisfying than any pio> 
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ture. I confirm my recollections and I make n^w 
observations; it is life to life. Thanks to the Sun. 
This artist remembers what ever/ other forgets to 
report, and what I wish to know, the true sculpture 
of the features, the angles, the special organism, the 
rooting of the hair, the form and the placing of the 
head. I am accustomed to expect of the English 
a securing of the essentials in their work, and the 
sun docs that, and you have done it in this portrait, 
which gives me much to think and feel.^ I was 
instantly stirred to an'emulation of your love and 
punctuality, and, last Monday, which was iny forty- 
third birthday, I wont to a new Dagiierrotypist, 
who took much pains to make his picture right. I. 
brought home three shadows not agreeable to my 

* From Einoraon’s Diary, May 23,1846 :— **In Carlyle’s head 
(photof^ph), which came last night, how much a]ipcars^ How 
unattainable this truth to any painter t Here have I the inevitable 
traits which the sun forgets not to copy, and which I thirst to see, 
but ivhich no imintcr romembors to give me. Here have I the exact 
sculpture, the form of the head, the rooting of the h :ir, thickness 
of the lips, -the man that l^ud made. And all the Lawrences and 
D’Orsays now servo mo well as illustration. I hav' uio form and or* 
ganism, and can better spare the expression and color. What would 
I not give for a head of Shakesiwarc iry the same artist? of Plato t 
of Demosthenes? Here I have the jutting brow', and the excellent 
eha()e,of the head. And here the organism of the eye full of Eng* 
land, the valid eye, in which Dsce the strong executive talent whidh , 
has made his thought available to the nations, whilst oth^ as in¬ 
tellectual at he are pole and powerless. The {ihotograph cornea 
dat^96 April, 1846, and he wiites, * I am fifty yean *' 
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own eyes. The machine has a bad efTect on me. 
MyVifo protests against the imprints as slanderous. 
My friends say they look ton years older, and, as I 
think, with tlic air of a dcca) ed gentleman touched 
with his first «paral> sis. Hoiie^crl got yesterday 
a trusty vote or two for sending one of them to you, 
on the ground that I am not likely to got a better. 
But it now seems probable that it will not get 
cased and into the hands of llaindcii in time for 
the steamer to-morrow. It will then go by that 
of the 16th. 

1 am hcaitily glad that you are in direct com¬ 
munication with these really energetic booksellers, 
Wiley and Putnam. I undci stood liom Wiley's 
letter to me, weeks ago, that their ambition was 
not less tiian to ha\e a monopoly of your books. 
I answeud, it is ^cry desirable for us too; saving 
always the lights of Mr. ITait m Plnladclphia. — I 
told him you had no interest m Munroc’s Sartor^ 
which from the first was his own adventure, and Lit¬ 
tle and Brown had never reprinted Pant and Pren- 
ent or ChartUm, The French llevolutiony Pant and 
Preaentf Chartism, and the Sartor^ I see no reason 
v^hy they should not have. Munroe and L. & B. 
have no real claims, and 1 will speak to them. But 
diere is ou^ good particulai* in Putnam's proffer to 
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you, which Wiley has not established in his (irst 
and last) agreement with me, namely, that you s hall 
have an interest in what is already Bold of tlieir 
first edition of OromwelL By all means close with 
Putnam of the good mind, exempting only Hart^s 
interest. I liavc no recent correspondence with 
Wiley and Putnam. And I greatly prefer that they 
should deal directly with you. Yet it were best to 
leave an American reference open for audit and 
umpirage to the stanch E. P. Clark of the New 
England Bank. 

Ever yours, 

R. W. Emerson. 


XCIX. 

EMERSON TO CARLYLfi. 

Concord, 15 July, 1846. 

My, dear Carlyle, —I received by the last 
steamer your letter with the copy of the covenant 
with Wiley and Putnam, which seems unexception¬ 
able. 1 like the English side of those men very 
well; that is, Putnam seems eager to stand well 
and rightly with his fellow-men. Wiley at New 
York it was who provoked me, last .winter, to 
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write him an angry letter when he declared hia in¬ 
tention to reprint our new matter without paying 
for it ' When he ^ught better of it, and came to 
tenns, I had not got so far as to be aiXectionate^ 
and hayc never yet resumed the correspondence 
1 had with him a year ago, about my own books. 
I liojKs you found my letter to thorn, though I do 
not remember #liich, properly cross. 1 believe I 
only enumerated ditliculties. I have talked with 
Little and Brown about their editions of Chartism, 
and Past and Present; they have made no new 
sales of the books since tliey were printed on by 
the pirates, and say that the books lie still on llicir 
shelves, as also do a few copies of the London and 
Boston edition of French Revolution, I prayed them 
immediately to dispose of tlicsc things by auction, 

• m 

or at their trade sales, at whatever prices would 
sell them, and leave the market open for W. & P.; 
whidi they promise to do. 

To Munroe 1 went, and learn that he has bought 
tlie stereotype-plates of the New York pirate edition 
of Sartor, and means to print it immediately. He is 
willing to stop if W. P. will buy of him liis plates 
at their cost, I wrote so to them, but they say no. 
And I have not spoken again with Munroe. I was 
in town yesterday, and carried the copy of the Cove- 
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nant to E. P. Clark, and read him your message. 
His Bank occupies him entirely just now, for his 
President is gone to Europe, and Clark’s duties are 
the more onerous. But finding that the new re* 
sponsibiliticB delegated to him are light and toler¬ 
able, and, at any rate, involve no retrospection, he 
very cheerfully signified his readiness to serve you, 
and 1 graciously forbore all allusions to my heap of 
booksellers’ accounts which he has liad in keeping 
now — for years, I believe, lie told me that he 
hopes at no distant day to have a liousc of his own, 
— he and his wife are always at board,—and, when¬ 
ever that happens, ho intends to devote a chamber 
in it to his “Illustrations of Mr. Carlyle’s Writ¬ 
ings,” which, I believe, 1 have told you before, are 
a very large and extraordinary collection of prints^ 
pictures, books, and manuscripts. I sent you the 
' promised Daguerrotype with all unwillingness, by 
the steamer, 1 think of 16 June. On 1 August, 
Margjirct Fuller goes to England nnd the Conti¬ 
nent; and 1 shall not fail to write to you by her, 
and you must not fail to give a good and faithful 
interview to this wise, sincere, accomplished, and 
most entertaining of women. I wish to bespeak 
Jane Carlyle’s friendliest ear to one of the noblest 
of women. We shall send you no othe:^ such. 
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I jras lately inquired of again by an agent of a 
huge Boston society of young men, whether Mr. 
Carlyle would not come to America and read Lec¬ 
tures, on some terms which they could propose. I 
advised them to make him an offer, and a better 
one than they had in view. Joy and Peace to you 
in your new freedom. 

R. W. B. 


C. 


CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

CnELSKA, 17 July, 1846. 

Dear Emerson, — Since T wrote last to you,— 
I think, with the Wilcy-and-Putnam Covenant en- 
dlosed,^—the Photo^aph^ after some days of loi¬ 
tering at the Liverpool Custom-house, came safe to 
hand. Many thanks to you for this punctuality: this 
poor Shadow, it is all you could do at present in 
that matter! But it must not rest tliere, no. This 
Image is altogether unsatisfactory, illusive, and 
even in some measure tragical to me!, First of all, 
\ it is a bad Photograph; no eyes discernible, at least 

one of the eyes not, except in rare favorable lights: 

* 

* ^ Letter missing. 
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then, alas, Time itself and Oblivion must have been 
busy.. I could not at first, nor can I yet with per¬ 
fect decisiveness, bring out any feature completely 
recalling to me the old Emerson, that lighted on 
us from tlie Blue, at Craigcnputtock, long ago,— 
efiexi! florc is a genial, smiling, energetic face, 
full of sunny strength, intelligence, integrity, good 
liumor; but it lies imprisoned in baleful shades, as 
of tlic valley of Death; seems smiling on me as if 
in mockery. “ Dost know me, friend ? I am dead, 
thou seest, and distant, and forever hidden from 
thee;—1 belong already to the Eternities, and thou 
rccognizcst me not! ” On the whole, it is the 
strangest feeling 1 have : — and practically the 
thing will be, that you get us by the earliest oppoV- 
timity some living pictorial sketch, chalk-drawing 
or the like, from a trustworthy hand; and send H 
hither to represent yon. Out of the two J shall 
compile for myself a likeness by degrees: but as for 
this present, we cannot put up wdth it iit all; to my 
Wife and me, and to sundry other j;arties far and 
near that Inivc interest in it, there is no satisfaction 
in this. So there will 1^' j.othing for you but com¬ 
pliance, by tlie first fair chance you have: further- ^ 
more, 1 bargain that the Lady Emerson have, within 
reasonable limits, a royal veto in the business (not 
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abiloliito. if that threaten exianction to the enter- 

I 

prise, but al^lute witliin the limits of possibility) ; 
and that she take our case iu hand, and graciously 
consider what can and shall be done. I'hat will 
answer, 1 think. 

Of late wrecks I have been cither idle, or sunk 
in the sorrowfulest cobbling of old shoes again; 
sorrowfully reading over old Hooks for the Putnams 
and Chapmans, namely. It is really painful, look¬ 
ing in one’s own old face; said “ old face no 
longer a thing extant now! — Happily I have at last 
finished it; the whole Lumber-troop with clothes 
duly brushed {French Revolution has even got an 
Index too) travels to New York in the Steamer 
that brings you this. Quod famtum ait: — or in¬ 
deed 1 do not much care wlictber it bo famtum or 
•not; 1 glow to care about an astonishingly small 

number of things as times turn with me! Man, all 

* 

men seem radically dumb; jabbering mere jargons 
and noises from the teeth outwards; .the inner 
meaning of them,—of them and of me, poor devils, 
— remaining shut, buried forever. If almost all 
Books were burnt (my own laid next the coal), I 
sometimes in my spleen feel as if it really would be 
Better tvith us! Certainly could one generation of 
men be forped to live withoiil rhetoric, babblement, 
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hearsay, in Short with the tongue well cut-out 
of them altogether, — their fortunate successors 
would find a most improved world to start upon! 
For Cant docs lie piled on us, high as the zenith; an 
Augean Stable with the poisonous confusion piled 
BO high : which, simply if there once could bo notli- 
ing said, would mostly dwindle like summer snow 
gradually about its business, and leave us free to 
use our eyes again! When I sec painful Professors 
of Greek, poring in their sumptuous Oxfords over 
dead Greek for a thousand years or more, and 
leaving live English all the while to develop itself 
under charge of Pickwicks and Sam Wellers, as if 
it were nothing and the other were all things: this, 
and the like of it everywhere, fills me with reflec¬ 
tions! Good Ilcavcna, will the people not come out 
of their wretched Old-Clothcs Monmouth-Strects,' 
Hebrew and other; but lie there dying of the 
basest pestilence, — dying and as good as dead! 
On the whole, 1 am very weary of most “Litera¬ 
ture”:— and indeed, in very son nvful abstruse 
humor otherwise at present. 

For remedy to which 1 am, in these very hours, 
preparing for a sally into the green Country and 
deep silence; I know not altogether how or whithe^ 
ward as yet; only that I must tend towards Lanca- 
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slVe; towards Scotland at last. My Wife already 
waits me in Lancashire; went off,.in rather poor 
case, much burnt by tko hot Town, some ten days 
ago; and does not yet report much improvement. 
I will write to you somewlicrc in my wanderings. 
The address, “Scotsbrig, Ecclcfcchan, N, B.,’* if 
you chance to write directly or soon after this 

a 

arrives, will, likely, be the shortest: at any rate, 
that, or “Cheyne Row” either, is always sure 
enough to find me in a day or two after trying. 

By a kind of accident I liave fallen considerably 
into American History in these days; and am even 
looking out for American Geography to hcl[) mo. 
Jared Sparks, Marshall, &c. arc hickory and buck¬ 
skin ; but I do catch a credible trait of human- life 
from them here and there ’; Michelet’s genial chain- 
pagne frothy — alas, I could find no fact in it that 
would stand handling; and so have broken dowui in 
the middle of La France^ and run over to hickory 

and Jared for shelter!-Do you know Bcriah 

Green A body of Albany newspapers represent 
to me the people quarrelling in my name, in a 

* The Rererend Beriah Orcpti, President for some years of Oneida 
Institute, a manual-labor school at Whitesboro', N. Y. He was an 
aetiye reformer, and a leading member of the National Convention 
which met in ^Philadelphia, Decemlier 4th, 1833, to form the Ameri¬ 
can Antial'avci^' Society. He ditd in 1874, seventy-nine years old. 

VOL. II. 8 



114 Emrson to (krl^k. 

* 

very vague manner, as to the propriety of bei&g 
“ governed,” and Beriah’s is the only rational voice 
among them. Farewell, dear Friend. Si)ecdy news* 
of you! 

T. Carlyle. 


CJ. 

EMERSON TO CARLYLE. 

‘ (’oxcoKD, .31 July, 1846. 

My PEAR Friend, — The new edition of 6Vom- 
wdl in its perfect fnrm and in excellent dress, and 
the copy of the Ap})endix, came munificently safe 
by the last steamer. When thought is best, then 
is there most,— is a faith of which you alone 
among writing men at this day will give me cx-' 
periencc. If it is the right frankincense and 
sandal-wood, it is so good and heavenly to give me 
a basketful and not a pincli, 1 read r'\nidly, a 
little at a time, and have not yet got thrcfhgh the 
new matter. But I think noHher the new letters 
nor the commentary could spared. Wiley and 
Putnam shall do w'hat they can, and we will see if 
New England will not come to reckon Hus the best 
chapter in her Pentateuch. • 
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Nl send this letter by Margaret Fuller, of whose 

approach I believe I wrote you some word. There 

no foretelling how you visited and crowded 

* 

English will like our few educated men or women, 
. and in your learned populace my luminaries may 
easilv be overlooked. But of all the travellers 
whom you have so kindly received from mo, 1 
think of none, since Alcott wTJit to England, whol^ 
1 ^o much desired that you should see and like, as 
this dear old friend of mine. For two years now 1 


have sc^ccly seen her, as she has been at New 
York, engaged by Horace Grcolcy as a literary 
editor of his Trihunc newspaper. This cinjdoy- 
meiit was made acceptable to hi*r by good pay, 

great local and personal conveniences of all kinds, 

■ 

and unbounded confidence and rcsi>ect from (Iree- 
ley himself, and all other parties connected with 
this influential journal (of 30,000 subscribers, I be¬ 
lieve). And Margaret Fuller’s work a^ critic of 
all new books, critic of the drama, of music, and 

4 * 

good arts in New York, has been hono^blo to her. 
Still this employment is not satisfactory to me. 
She is full of all nobleness, and with the generosity 
native to her mind and character appears to me 
an exotic in New England, a foreigner from some 
more sultr^* and expansive climate. She is, I sup- 
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pose, the earliest reader and lover of Goethe (n 
this Country, and nobody here knows him so well. 
Her love too of whatuvcr is good in. French, and 
specially in Italian genius, give her the bej^t title 
to travel. In short, she is our citizen of the world 
by quite special diploma. And I am heartily glad 
that slic has an gpportunity of going abroad that 


pIoascH licr. 

« 

Mr. Spring, a merchant of groat moral merits, 
(and, as i am informed, an assiduous reader of your 


hooks,) has grown rich, and resolves to. see the 

V 

world wilh his wife and son, and has wisely invited 


Miss Fuller to show it to him. Now, in the first 


place, 1 wish you to see Margaret when you arc in 
spec-ial good humor, and liavc an hour of boundless 
leisure. And I entreat Jane Carlyle to abet and 


exalt ami secure this satisfaction to mo. I need ‘ 


not, and yet perhaps 1 need any, that M. F. is tho 
safest of nil possible persons who ever took pen in 
hand. Prince Metternich's closet not closer or half 


so honorable^ In the next place, I sli'*’ild be glad 

if you can easily manage to rhow* her the faces of 

Tennvson and of BrowniTj::. Slie has a sort of 
* 

right to. them both, not only because she likes 
their poetry, but because slie has made their 
merits widely known among our youi^ people. 
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Ibd be it known to my friend Jane Carlyle, whom, 

if 1 cannot sec, 1 delight to name, that licr visitor 

is an immciife favorite in the parlor, as well as in 

« 

the library, in all good houses where she is known. 
And so I commend her to you. 

Yours affectionately, 

R. W. Emekson. 


CIL 

% » 

EMKIfSON TO CARLYLE. 

Concord, 31 January, 1847. 

My dear Carlyle, — Your letter^ came with a 
blessing* last week. I had already learned from 
Margai*ct Fuller, at Paris, tliat you had been very 
good and gentle to her; — brilliant aiid^prevailing, 
of course, but, 1 inferred, had actually restrained 
the volleys and modulated the thunder, out of true 
courtesy and goodness of nature, which was wortliy 
of all praise in a spoiled conqueror at this time of 
day. Especially, too, she expressed a true recogni¬ 
tion and love of Jane Carlyle; and thus licr visit 
proved a solid satisfaction; to me, also, who think 

* ^ The letter referred to is niisBmg. 
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that few people have so well earned their pleasui4s 
us she. 

She wrote me a long letter; she has been verj 
ha[)py in England, and her time and strength fully 
employed. Her description of you and your dis¬ 
course (which I read witli lively curiosity also) was 
tho b('st 1 have had on that subject. 

1 tried hard to write you by the December 
steamer, to tell you how forward was my book of 
Poems ; but a little afl’air makes me much writing. 
1 chanced t(» have three or four items o^busincss 
to despatch, when tho steamer was, rcSty to go, 
and you escaped hearing of them. I am the trus- 
t(ie of diaries Lane, who came out hero with Alcott 
and bought land, which, though sold, is not paid 
for. 

Som(‘body or somebodies in Liverpool and Man¬ 
chester* liave jiroposed once or twice, with more 
or less specification, that I should come to those 
cities to lecture. And who knows but I niav come 
one day? Steam is strong, and Liven aiI is near. 
I should find my accouni; in tbo strong inducement 
of a new audience to fiiiisb ^ntces which have lain 

1 Mr. Alexander Ireland, who had made the acquaintance o§ 
K'ucrson at Edinburgh, in. 183S, W(Ls his Munehestor correspondent. 
His memorial volume on Emerson contains on iutcresdng record of 
their relations. * 
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voting with little hope for months or years. Ah 
then, if I dared, I should bo well content to add 
some golden hours to my life in seeing you, now 
all full-grown and acknowledged amidst your own 
people, — to hear and to speak is so little yet so 
much. But life is dangerous and delicate. I 
should like to see your solid England. The map 
of Britain is good reading for me. Then 1 have 
a very ignorant love of pictures, and a curiosity 
about the Greek statues and stumps in the British 
Museun^ So beware of me, for on that distant 
day wtajP^I get ready I shall come. 

Long before this time you ought to have received, 
from John Chapman a copy of Emerson's PoemSy 
so called, which ho was directed to send you. Poor 
man, you need not open them. I know all you 
can say. I printed them, not because I was de¬ 
ceived into a belief that they were poems, but 

% 

because of the softness or hardness of heart of 
* 

many friends here who have made it’ a point to 
have them circulated. Once having set out to print, 
1 obeyed the solicitations^f John Chapman, of an 
ill-omened street in London, to send him the book 
in manuscript, for the better securing of copyright. 

• 

In printing them here I have corrected the most 
unpardonable .negligences, which negligences must 
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be all Btereotyped under his fair London ebre^ 

and gilt gaper to the eyes of any curious Lon* 

don reader; from which recollection I strive to 

* 

turn away. 

Little and Brown liavc just rendered me an ac¬ 
count, by which it appears that we arc not quite so 
well off as was tlioiiglit last summer, when they 
said they had sold at auction tJie balance of your 
books whieli bad been lying unsold, it seems now 
that the books supposed to be sold were not all 
*takcn, and arc returned to them; one hundred 
Charti»m^ sixly-tlircc Fast and Pre«enifl|pYet we 
are to liave some eighty-thrcc dollars ($8^.68), 
wiiich.you shall probably luive by the next steamer. 

Yours affectionately, 

R. W. Emerson. 


cm. 

CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

% 

CiiELsr./.. L.iNDON, 2 March, 1847r 

Dear Emerson, — The Steamer goes to-morrow; 
I must, tJiough in a very dim condition, have a little* 
word for you conveyed by it. In the miscellaneous 
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u^w of that strange Sti^mcr shall lie, among other 
things, a friendly word / 

Your very kind Letter lay waiting me tferc, some 
ten days ago; doubly welcome after so long a 
silence. We had been in Hampshire, wiili the 
Bai'ings, where we were last year; — some four 
weeks or more; totally idle: our winter had been, 
and indeed still is, unusually severe; my Wife’s 
health in consequence ‘was sadly deranged; but 
this idleness, these Isle-of-Wight soa-breozes, have 
brought matters well round again; so wo cannot* 
grudge ^ visit or the idleness, wliicli othcrw'iso 
too might have its uses. Alas, at this time my 
normal state is to bo altogether idU^ to look out 
upon a very lonely universe, full of grirti sbfrow, 
full of splendor too; and not to know at all, for 
‘the moihcnt, on what side I am to attack it again ! 
— I road your Book of Poems all faithfully, at Bay 
House (our Hampshire quarters); where the ob¬ 
stinate people, — with w'hom you arc otherwise, in 
prose, a first favorite, — foolishly refund to let me 
read aloud; .foolishly, for^ I would liavc made it 
mostly all plain ‘by commentary: — so 1 had to 
read for myself; and can say, in spite of my hard- 
heartcdiicss, I did gain, tliough under impediments, 
a real satisfaction and some tone of tlic Eternal 
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Melodics sounding, afar o4^ ever and anon, in my 
car! This is fact; a truth in Natural History ; 
from which you are welcome to draw inferences. 
A grand V'^iew of the Universe, everywhere the sound 
(uiihapi)ily far off^ as it were) of a valiant, genuine 
Human Soul: lhi^^, even under rhyme, is a satisfac¬ 
tion worth some struggling for. l>ut Indeed you 
arc very per verso; and through this ])erplcxcd un- 
diaphanous eh'inent, you do not fall on me like 
radiant siininuM’ rainbows, like floods of sunlight, 
' hut with thin pi(.Tcing radiances which affect me 
like the light of the stars. It is so:. ^Svish you 
would become rontretf', and write in 'prose the 
straightost way; hut under any form I must put 
up with you; that is iny lot. — Chapman’s edition, 
as you prohaljly know, is very beautiful. ^ I believe 
there are enough of ardent silent seekcrs*in Eng¬ 
land to buy up this edition from him, and reso¬ 
lutely study tlic same : as for the review multitude, 
they dare not exactly call it ‘‘nnintcllig^Mc moon¬ 
shine,” and so will probably hold thei»‘ tongue. It 
is my fixed opinion that wc arc all at sea as to 
what is called Poetry, Art, in these times; 
laboring under a dreadful. incubus of Tradition^ 
and mere ** Cant heaped balefully on us up to the 
very Zciiitli,” as men, in nearly all otlief provinces 
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of tlieir*Lifo, except poiiiaps the railway province, 
do now labor and stagger; — in a word, that Goctho- 

and?*Schillcr’s “ Kumt ” has far more brotherhood 

« 

with Pusey-and-Newmau’s Skovdhatleryy and other 
the like deplorable phenomena, than it is in the 
least aware of! 1 beg you take warning: 1 am 

more serious in this than you suppose. But no, 
you will not; you whistle lightly over my prophe- 
eics, and go your own stifL-uceked road. Unfortu¬ 
nate man! ^ 

1 had read in the NcAvspapcrs, and even hoard in 
speech frdin Manchester pcoido, that^you Acero cer¬ 
tainly coming this ATry summer to lecture among 
us: blit noAV it sccjiih, in your Letter, all postponed 
into the A’aguc again. 1 do not personally know 
your Manchester negotiators, but I knoAv in gen- 
*eral tha! they arc men of respectability, insight, 
and activity; much connected Avith the lecturing 
department, which is a very g^OAving one, especially 
in Lancashire, 'at present; — men likely, for the 
rest, to fulfil w'hatsoeA'cr tlicy may become engaged 
for to you. My own ignorant tliough confident 
guess, moreover, is, that you would, in all senses of 
th^word, Bucceid there ; I think, also rather confi¬ 
dently, we could promise you an audience of Brit¬ 
ish aristoefaev in London here, — and of British 
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commonalty all manner of audiences that jrou liked 
to stoop to. I heard an ignorant blockhead (or 

mainly so) called-bow-wowing here, 

souH^ months ago, to an audience of several thou¬ 
sands, in the City, one evening, — upon Universal 
Peace, or some other field of balderdash; wdiicli 

ft 

tlic poor j>eo])lc seemed very patient of. In a word, 
I do not see what is to hinder you to come wdicn- 
cver yoxi can resolve upon it. The adventure is 
pcrfeelly promising: an adventure familiar to you 
withal; for Lecturing is with us fundamentally just 
W’liai it is \vii|i you: Much prurient curiosity, with 
some ingeMUOus love of w'isdom, an element of real 
reverence for the same: everywhere a perfect open¬ 
ness to any man speaking in any measure things 
manful. Come, therefore; gird yourself together, 
and come. With little or no pcradvciilurc, you 
will realize w’hat your modest hope is, and more; 
— and I, for my slmre of it, shall see you once 
again under this Sun! 0 Ileavcns, ihei might be 
some good in that! Nay, if you will iravel like a 
private quiet person, w’ho knows but I, the most 
unlocoinotive of mortal-, might bo able to escort 
you up and down a little; to look at many a t^ing 
along wdth you, and even to open my long-closed 
heart and speak about the same?—•There is a 
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spare-rcKfta always in this House for you, in this 
heai*t, in these two hearts, tlie like: bid me hope in 
this enterprise, in all manner of ways where 1 can; 
and on the whole, get it rightly put togetlicr, and 
embark on it, and arrive! 

The g^d Miss Fuller has painted us all en heauy 
and j'our smiling imagination has added new col¬ 
ors. We have not a triumphant life here; very 
far indeed from that, ach Gott ! — as you shall sec. 
But Margaret is an excellent soul: in real regard 
with both of us here. Since she w'cnt, 1 have been 
reading some of her Papers in a new Book we have 
got: greatly superior to all 1 knew before ; in fact 
the undeniable utterances (now first undeniable to 
me) of a true heroic mind;—altogether unique, 
so far as .1 know, among the Writing Women of 
this general ion ; rare enough too, God knows, 
ismoiig the writing Men. She is very narrow, some¬ 
times ; but she is truly high i honor to Margaret, 
and more and more good-spr3ed to her. — Adieu, 
dear Emerson. I am ever yours. 


T. 0. 
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CIV. 

CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

t 

Chkl9£a, 18 March, 1847. 

Dear Emerson, — Yesterday morning^ setting 
out to brculcfast with Richard Milncs (Milnes’s 
breakfast is a tiling you wifi yet have to experi¬ 
ence) I mot, by the sunny shore of the Thames, a 
benevolent Son of Adam in blue coat and red collar, 
who thrust into my hand a Letter from you. A 
truly miraculous Son of Adam in red collar, in the 
Sunny Spring Morning! — The Bill of Seventeen 
I*ounds is already far on its* way to Dumfries, there 
to be kneaded into gold by the due artists: to-day 
is American Post-day; and already in huge hurry 

^ m * 

about many things, I scribbling you some 

word of answer.The night before Milnos’s 

inoi’iiing, I had furthermore seen your Manchester 
CorresjKindcnt, Ireland, — an old Edinh<U’ough ac¬ 
quaintance too, as 1 found. A solid, aark, broad, 
rather heavy man; full of energy, and broad saga¬ 
city and practicality;—iuiinitely well affected to 
the man Emerson too. It was our clear opinion that 
you might come at any time with ample assurance of 
succeeding,” so far as wages went, and*^ otherwise; 
tha^ you ought to come, and must, and would,— 
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as he, Irelfind, would farther write to you. Trtbre 
is only one thing I have to add of my own, and beg 
you to bear in mind,—a date merely. Viddiiri^ 
That tlio time for lecturing to tlie London West- 
End, 1 was given everywhere to understand, is/rewi 
the latter end of A'pril (or say April altogcihcr) to 
the end of May: this is a fixed Statistic fact, all 
men told me : of this you arc in all arrangements 
to keep mind. For it will actually do your heart 
good to look into the faces, and speak into minds, 
of really Aristocratic Persons, — being one your¬ 
self, you Sinner, -r and perhaps indeed this will be 
the greatest of all the novelties that await you in 
your voyage. Not to bo seen, I believe, at least 
never soon by me in any perfection, except in Lon¬ 
don only. From April to the end of May ; durijig 
^hose wetdfs you must bo and frc(;: remember 
that date. Will you come in Winter then, next 
Winter, — or when? Ireland professed to know 
you by the Photograph too; which I never yet can. 

-I wrote by last Packet: enough here. Your 

friend Cunningham has not presented himself; 
shall be right welcome when he docs, — as all that 
^ in the least belong to you may well hope to be. 
Adieu. Our love to you all. 

Ever Yours, 

T. Carltlb. 
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CV. 

EMERSON TO CARLYLE. 

\ 

roNcoRD, no April, 1847. 

My dear Carlyle, — 1 have two good letters 
from you, and iinfil now you have had no acknowl¬ 
edgment Especially 1 ought to liavc told you how 
much pleasure your noble invitation in March gave 
me. This pleasing dream of going to England 

(lances before me somelinies. It would be, 1 then 

* * 

fancy, that stimulation which my capricious, lan¬ 
guid, and laiigiiescont study needs. At home, no 
man inak('s any ])roper demand on me, and the au¬ 
dience ] address is a handful of men and women 
> 

too widely scattered tha^ihat they (5an inctate tcT 
me that w’hich they arc justly entitled to say. 
Whether supc^rcilious or rcsjKJctful, they do not.say 
anything that can b() hoard. Of course, I have only 
myself to ]>lcase, and my w’ork is slighi* <1 as soon 
as it has lost its first attraction, It is to be lioped, 
if one should cross the sen, t!utt the terror of your 
English culture would scare the most desultory of 
Yankees into precision and fidelity; and perhaps 1 
am not yet tcK) old to l>c animated by what would 
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have seemed to my youth a proud privilege. K 
you shall fright me into labor and concentration) I 
shall win my game; for I can well afford to pay 
any price to get my work well done. For the rest, 
I hesitate, of course, to rush rudely on persons 
that have been so long invisible angels to me. No 
reasonable man but must hojd these bounds in 
awe : — I—much more,^— who jfm of a solitary 
habit, from my childliood until now. — I hear 
nothing again from Mr. Ireland, So I Will let the 
English Voyage hang as an afternoon rainbow in 
the East, and raiild my apples and pears for the 
present. 

You nre to know that in these days I lay out a 

patch of orchard near ray house, very much to tho 

improveim^nt, as all the household affirm, of our 

homestead. Though I hive little skill in these 

things,' and must borrow that of my neighbors, 

yet the works of the garden and orchard at this 
* • 

season arc fascinating, and will cat up days and 
weeks, arid a brave scholar should shun it like gam- 
bling, and take refuge in cities and hotels from 
these pernicious enchantments. For the present, I 
4it%y in the new orchard. 

Dnyckinck, a literary man in New York, who 

advises Wiley and Putnam in their publishing en¬ 
voi* IT. 0 
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terpriflCB, wrote mo latcl)r, that thej had 9600 for 
you, from Cromwell, So may it be. 

Yours, 

R. W. E. 


CVI. ) 

/ 

CARLYLE TO EMERSOIt. 

CuELSKA, 18 May, 1847. 

Hf 

Dear Emerson, —. . , . My time is’nearly up to¬ 
day ; but [ write a word to acknowledge your last 
Letter (30 Af»ril), and various other things. For 
example, you must tell Mr. Thoreau (is that the ex¬ 
act name ? for I have lent away the printed pages) 
that his Philadeli>hia Magazine witli ihot^Lecture ^ 
in two pieces was faithfully delivered, here, about a 
fortnight ago; and carefully read, as beseemed, with 
due cntcrtainmciit and recognition. A vigorous Mr. 
Thoreau,— wlio has formed himself a good deal 
upon one Eniersc^, but docs not want abundant fire 
and stamina of his own; — j ecognizes us, and vari¬ 
ous other things, in a n^jst admiring great-hearted 
manner; for which, os for part of the confused voice 

1 On Carlyle, published in QrahanCi Magazinf in March and 
April, 1847. c 
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from the jury-box (not yet summed into a verdict, 
nor likely -to be summed till Doomsday, nor needful 
to sum), the poor prisoner at the bar may justly 
^express himself thankful! In plain prose, I like 
Mr. Thorcau very well; and hope yet to hear good 
and better news of him: — only let him not “ turn 
to foolishness ”; whicli seems to me to be terribly 
easy, at present, both in New England and Old! 
May the Lord deliver us all from Cant; may the 
Lord, whatever else ho do or forbear, teach ns to 
look Facts honestly in tlie face, and to beware (with 
a kind of shudder) of smearing thefn over with our 
despicable and damnable palaver, into irrccognizar 
biliiy, and so /aZs^/v/iiig the Lord’s own Gospels to 
his unhappy blocklicads of children, all stjiggcr- 
ing down to Gehenna ajitl the everlasting Swine’s- 
trough for want of Gospels.—0 Heaven, it is the 
most accursed sin of man; and done everywhere, at 
present, on the streets and high places, at noonday! 
Very seriously I* say, and pray as my chief orison, 

May the .Lord deliver us-from it.- 

About *a week. ago there came your neighbor 
Hoar; a solid, sensible, cffectualdooking man, of 
.whom I hope to see much more. So soon as possi¬ 
ble I got him under way for Oxford, wjjcre 1 sup¬ 
pose he waj, last week* hoik Universities was too 



132 CarJyU to Emerson, 

much for the limitS of his time; so ho preferred 
Oxford ;—and now, this very day, I think, he was 
to act out for the Continent; not to return till the 
beginning of July, when he promises to call here* 
again. There was something really 'pleasant to me 
in this Mr. Hoar: and I had innumerable things to 
ask him about Concord, concerning which topic wo 
had hardly got a word said when our first interview 
had to end. I sincerely hope he will not fail to 
keep his lime in returning. 

You do very well, my Friend, to plant orchards; 
and fair fruit shall they grow (if it jdcase Heaven) 
for your grandchildren to pluck ; — a beautiful oc¬ 
cupation for the son of man, in all patriarchal and 
paternal times (which latter are patriarchal too)! 
But you are to understand withal that your comings 
hither to lecture is taken as a settled point by all 
your friends here ; and for my share I do not reckon 
upon the smallest* doubt about the essential fact of 
it, simply oil some calculation and adjustment about 
the circumstantials. Of Ireland, who I surmise is 
busy in the problem even iiovr, you will hear by and 
by, prolmbly in more def Tv Ic terms: I did not see 
him again after my first notice of him to you; but . 

a 

there is np doubt concerning his determinations 
(for all manner of roasous) to get yoU( to Lanca- 
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ahire^ to England;—and in fact it is an adven¬ 
ture which I think you ought to contemplate as 
fixed, —for this year and the beginning of 
*next? Ireland will help you to fix the dates; and 
there is nothing else, I think, which sliould need 
fixing.— Unquestionably you would get an immense 
quantit}^ of food for ideas, though perhaps not at all 
in the way you anticipate, in looking about among 
ub: nay, if you even thought us stupid, there is 
something in the godlike indiflcrencc with which 
London will accept and sanction even tliat verdict, 
— something highly instructive at least! And in 
short, for tlie truth must be told, London is prop¬ 
erly your Mother City too, — verily you have about 
as much to do with it, in spite of Polk and Q* 
Victory^ as I had! And you ought to come and 
look at ity, beyond doubt; and say to this land, 
“ Old Mother, how are you getting on at all ? ** To 
which the Mother will answer, “ Thankee, young 
son, and you ? ” — in a way useful to both par¬ 
ties!' That is truth. 

4 

Adieu, dear Emerson; good be with you always. 
Hoar gave me your American Poems: thanks. Vale 
k et me ama. 


T. Cabltlb. 
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evil. 

EMERSON TO CARLYLE. 

Concord, 4 June, 1847. 

' • 

. Dear Carlyle, —I have just got your friendliest 

letter of May 18, with its varied news and now in¬ 
vitations. Really you are a dangerous correspond¬ 
ent with your solid and urgent ways of speaking. 
No affairs and no studies of mine, I fear, will bo 
able to make any head against these bribes. Well, 
I will adorn the brow of the coining months with 
this fine hope; then if the rich God at last refuses 
the jewel, no doubt ho will give something better— 
to both of us. But thinking on this project lately, 
1 sec one thing plainly, that T must not come to 
London as a lecturer. If the plan proceed, I will 
come and see you,- — thankful to Heaven for that 
mercy, should such a romance-looking reality como 
to pass,—I will como and see you and t^ane Car¬ 
lyle, and will hear what you have t - say. •You 
shall even show me, if you will, such other men 
and women as will 8uff«^r iJicmselvcs to be seen 
and heard, asking for nothing again. Then 1 wil} 
depart in peace, as 1 came. 

At Mr. Ireland’s “Institutes,” I will read leo- 
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tures; and possibly in London too, if, when there, 
you looking with your clear eyes shall say that it is 
desired by persons who ought to be gratified* Buf 
I wish such lecturing to be a mere contingency, 
and nowise a settled purpose. 1 had rather stay 
at home, and forego the happiness of seeing you, 
and the excitement of England, than to have tho 
smallest pains taken to collect an audience for mo. 
So now wo will leave this egg iji tlic desert for tho 
ostrich Time to hatch it or not. 

It seems you arc not tired of pale Americana, or 
will not own it. You have sent our Country-Senator i 
whero he wanted to go, and to the best hospitalities 
as we learn to-day directly from him. I cannot 

avoid sending you another of a different stamp. 

« 

Henry Hedge is a recluse but Catholic scholar in 
our remote Baiigi)r, who reads German and smokes 
in his solitary study througli nearly eight months 
of snow in the year, and deals out, every Sunday, 
his witty apotlicgms to the luinber-mcl’chants and 
township-owners of Penobscot River, who have ac¬ 
tually grown intelligent interpreters of his riddles 
by long hearkening after tliem. They have shown 
theniselves very loving and generous lately, in mak- 
quite munificent provision for his travelling. 

I ^ The Hon* K Bockwood Hoar. 
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Hedge has a true and mellow heart, . . . and I 

hope you will like hiim 

I have seen lately a Texan, ardent and vigorous, 
who assured me that Carlyle^s Writings were read 
with eagerness on the banks of the Colorado. There 
was more to tell, but it is too late. 

Ever yours, 

R. W. Emerson. 


CVIII. 

K 

EMERSON TO CARLYLE. 

. Concord, 31 July, 1847. 

Dear Carlyle, — In my old age I am cohiing to^ 
see you. I have written this day, in answer to 
sundry letters brought me by the last steamer, 
from’ Mr. Ireland and Mr. Hudson of Leeds, that I 
mean in good earnest to sail for Liver]n^ol or for 
London about the first of October; and I am dis¬ 
posing my astonished householdastonished at 
such a somerset of the sedentary master — with 
that view. 

My brother William was here this week from 
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New York, and wll como again to carry my mother 
home with him for the winter; my wife and chil¬ 
dren three arc combining for and against me; at 
all events, I am to have my visit. 1 pray you to 
cherish your, good nature, your mercy. Let your 
wife cherish it, — that I may see, 1 indolent, tliis 
incredible worker, whose toil has been long since 
my pride and wonder,—that 1 may see him benign 
and unexacting, — he shall not be at the crisis of 
some over-labor. I shall not stay but an hour. 
What do I care for his fame 'i Ah ! how gladly I 
hoped once to see Sterling as mediator and amal¬ 
gam, when ray turn should come to see the Saxon 
gods at homo: Sterling, who had certain American 
qualities in his genius; — and now you send me his 
shade, I found at Munroc's shop the cfligy, which, 
he said,* Cunningham, whom 1 have not seen or 
heard from, had left there for me; a front face, and 
a profile, both — especially the first — a very wel¬ 
come satisfaction to my sad curiosity, th\5 face very 
national, certainly, but how thoughtful and how 
friendly!^ What more belongs to this print— 
whether you are editing his books, or yourself 

r « 

^ drawing his lineaments—I know not. 

1 find my friends have laid out much work for 
me iji Yorkshire and Lancashire. What part of it 
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I ehall do, I cannot jet tell. As soon as I knov 
how to arrange my journey best, I shall writ© you 
agmn. 

Yours affectionately, 

I 

B. W. IImebson. 


CIX. 

CARLYLIS I’O EMERSON. 

IIawdoNt jukau Leeds, Yorksuibs, 
31 August, lS-17. 

Dear Emerson,— r Almost ever since vour last 

Letter reached me, I have been wandering over 

the country, enveloped either in a restless whirl 

• 

‘ of locomotives, vicw-liuntiiig, &c., or sunk in the 

deepest torpor of total idleness and laziness,— 

forgetting, and striving to forget, that there was 

any world but that of dreams; — and though at 

intervals the reproachful remembrance has arisen 

sharply enough on me, that I ought, on all ac- 
■ 

counts high and low, to have written you an answer, 
never till to-day have I be^n able to take pen in 
hand, and actually begin that operation! Such is , 
the^ naked fact. My Wife is with me; we leave no 
household behind us but a servant; fa^ of 
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England, with its mad eloctioneerings, vacant tour¬ 
ist dilettanteingB, with its shady woods, grcon- 
yellow harvest-fields and dingy mill-chinin9yB, so 
new and old, so beautiful and ugly, every way so 
ahstrtise and tenspcakablc, invites to silence; the 
whole world, fruitful yet disgusting to this human 
soul of mine, invites mo to silence; to sleep, and 
dreams, and stagnant indifference, as if for the time 
one had got into the country of the Lotos-Eaters, and 
it made no matter what became of anything and all 
things. In good truth, it is a wearied man, at least 
a dreadfully slothful and slumberous man, eager 
for sleep in any quantity, that now addresses you! 
Be thankful for a few half-drcaraing w’ords, till we 
awake again. 

^ As to^'our visit to us, there is hut one thing to 
be said and repeated: That a prophet’s chamber is 
ready for you in Chelsea, and a brotherly and sisterly 
welcome, on whatever day at whatever hour you 
arrive: this, which is all of the Practical that 1 can 
properly take charge of, is to be considered a gifon 

t 

quantity always. With regard to Lecturing, Ac., 
Ireland, with whom I suppose you t 9 be in corre¬ 
spondence, seems to have awakened all this North 
Country into the fixed hope of hearing you, — and 
OodLknowiI tliey have need enough to bear a man 
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with sense in his head;—it was but the other day I 
read in one of their Newspapers, “ Wb understand 
that Mr. Emerson the distinguished &c. is certainly 
Ac. this winter,” all in due Newspaper phrase, and I 
think tliey settled your arrival for “ October ” next. 
May it prove so I l>ut on the whole there is no 
doubt of your coming; that is a great fact. And 
if so, I should say, Why not como at once, even as 
the Editor surmises? You will evidently do no 
otiior considerable enterprise tilL this voyage to 
England is achieved. Come therefore; — and wo 
shall see; w^e shall hoar and* speak! I do not 
know another man in all the world to whom I can 
speak with clear hope of getting adequate response 
from him: if I speak to you, it will bo a breaking 
of my silence for the last time perhaps, — perhaps 
for the first time, on some points! Allans* I shall 
hot always' be so roadweary, lifcwcary, sleepy, and 
stony as at present. I even think there is yet an¬ 
other Book in me; “Exodus from Ilor.udsditch” 

■ 

(I think it might be called), a pcelin-^- off of fetid 
Jewhood in every sense from myself and my poor 
bewildered brethren: one- Aiicr Book; and, if it 
were a right one, rest after that, the deeper the 
better,forevermore. Ach Gotti — 

Hedge is one of the sturdiest little fellpws I have 
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(Krnie across for many a day. A face liko a rock; 
a voice like a howitzer; only his honest kind gray 
eyes reassure you a little. We have mot only once; 
but Jiope (mutually, I flatter myself) it mdy be of¬ 
ten by and by. That hardy little fellow too, what 
has he to do with “Semitic tradition” and tlic 
“dust-hole of extinct Socinianism,” Georgc-Saiid- 

I 

ism, and the Twaddle of a thousand Magazines? 
Thor and his Hammer, even, seem to me a little 
more respectable; at least, “ My dear Sir, en¬ 
deavor to clear your mind of Cant.” Oli, wo aro 
all mnJe^ much deeper than any of us imagines.' 
And our worship of “ beautiful sentiments,” &c., 
Ac. is as contempi iblc a form of long-cars as any 
other, perhaps the most so of any. It is in fact 
damnable. —Wo will say no more of it at present. 
Hedge came to me with tall lank Chapman at his 
side, — an innocent flail of a creature, with con¬ 
siderable impetus in him : the two when they stood 

up together looked like a circle and tangent,—in 

» 

more senses than one. 

Jacobson, tho Oxford Doctor, who welcomed 
your Concord Senator in that City, writes to mo 
^thakhe has received (with blushes, Ac.) some grand 
“ Gift for his Child ” from tliat Traveller; whom I 
am accordifgly to thank, and blush to,—Jacobson 
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not knowing his address at present The 
dress ” of course is still more unknown to mt at 
present: but wc shall know it, and the man it in¬ 
dicates, 1 hope, again before long. So much for 
that 

And now, dear Emerson, Adieu. Will your next 

Letter tell us the when ? 0 my Friend!- 

We arc here with Quakers, or Ex'Quakers rather; 
a very curious people, “ like water from the crystal 
well ; in a very curious country too, most beauti¬ 
ful and very ugly : but why write of it, or of any- 
tliiiig more, while half asleep and lotos-eating! 
Adieu, iny Friend; come soon, and let us meet 
again under this Sun. Yours, 

T. Carlyle. 


CX. 

KMF.KSON TO CARLYLE. 

Concord, SO Sej Uimber, 1847. 

My dear Carlylr, — The last steamer brought, 
as ever, good tidings fr iiu you, though certainly 

from a new habitat, at Leeds, or near it. If Leeds 

• • 

will only keep you a little in its precinct, I will 
search for you there; for it is one of ttie parishes 
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in tlie diocese which Mr. Ireland and his friends 
.have carved out for me on the map of England. 

I have taken a berth in the packet-ship “Wash¬ 
ington Irving,” which leaves Boston for Liverpool 

m * 

next week, 6 October; having decided, after a little 
demurring and advising, to follow my inclination in 
shunning the steamer. The owners will almost 
take oath that their ship cannot be out of a port 
twenty days. At Liverpool and Manchester I shall 
take advice of Ireland and his ofliccrs of the “ In¬ 
stitutes,” and perhaps sliall remain for some time 
in that region, if my courage and my head are 
equal to the work they offer me. 1 will wTitc? you 
what befalls mo in the strange city. Who knows 
buj; I may have adventures — I who had never 
one, as I have just luul occasion to write to Mrs. 
irowitt,*who inquired what, mine were ? 

Well, if 1 survive Liverpool, and Manchester, 
and Leeds, or rather my errands thither, I shall 
come some fine day to sec you in your burly city, 
you in the centre of the world, and sun me a 
little in your British heart. It seems a lively 
passage that I am entering in the old Dream 
World, and perhaps the slumbers are lighter and 
flie Morning is near. Softly, dear shadows, do not 
scatter y<j^. Knit your panorama close and well, 
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till those rare figures just before me draw near, and 

are greeted and known.- 

But there is no more time in this late night — 

and what need? since I shall see you and yours 

soon. « 

Ever yours, 

• R. W. E. 

eXL 

OAULYI.K TO EMERSON. 

Chelsea, 15 Octolwr, 1847.’ 

My dear Emerson, — Yuur Letter from Concord, 
of the 31st of July, had arrived duly in London; 
been duly forwarded to my transient address at 
Buxton in Derbyshire, — and there, by the faithless 
Postmaster, retained among his lumber, iiistead of 
given to mo wlien I called on him ! We staid in 
Buxton only one day and night; two Newspapers, 
as I recollect, the Postmaster did deliver me on 
my demand; but your Letter be, wdth ..oandalous 
carelessness, kept back, and left me to travel for¬ 
wards without: there accordingly it lay, week after 

week, for a mouth or more; and only by lialf-acci- 

• 

dent and the extraordinary diligence and accuracy 
of our Chelsea Postman, was it recovei^ at all, 
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not manj days ago, after my Wife’s return liithor. 
Consider what kind of fact this was and has been 
for us! For now, if all have gone right, you are 
approaching the coast of England; Chelsea and 
your fraternal House hidden under a disastrous 
cloud to you ; and I know not so much as whither¬ 
ward to write, and scud you a word of solution. It 
is one of the most unpleasant mistakes that ever 
befell me; I have no resource but to enclose this 
Note to Mr. Ireland, and charge him by the strong¬ 
est adjurations to have it ready .for you the first 
thing when you sot foot upon our shores.' 

Know then, my Friend, that in verity your Homo 
while in England is here; and all other places, 

• whither work or amusement may call you, are but 
ii\ps and temporany lodgings. T have returned 
hither a day or two ago, and free from any urgent’ 
calls or businesses of any kind ; my Wife has your 
room all ready; — and here snrcly, if aijywhere in 
the wide .Earth, there ought to bo a brother’s wel¬ 
come and kind home waiting you I Yes, by Allah*! 

^ Mr. Ireland, in his Recollections of Emerson's Visit to England, 
p, 59, prints Carlylc^s note to himself, enclosing this letter, —and 
adds : ** The ship reached Liverpool on the 22d of Octob«!r, and Mr. 
*£ftierfion at once proceeded to Manchester. After s[>ciicljng a few 
boars hi friendlf talk, he was ‘shot up,’ os parlylc had desired, to 
Chelsea, and the end of a week retunied to Manchester, to bf^n 
his lectures." 


VOL. IL 
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— An “Express Train” leaves Liverpool every 
afternoon; and in some six hours will set you 
down here. I know not what your engagements 
arc; but J say to myself, Why not come at once, 
and rest a little from your sea-changes, before 
going farther? In six hours you can be out of 
the unstable waters, and sitting in your own room 
liere. You shall not be bothered with talk till you 

I 

repose; and you shall have plenty of it, hot and 

i 

hot, when the ap{)etitc does arise in you. “No. 5 
Great (-hoyno How, Chelsea ” : come to the “ Lon¬ 
don Terminus,” from any side; say these magic 
words to any Cabman, and by night or by day you 
are a welcome aj)pafition here, — foul befall us 
otherwise! This is the fact: what more can I 
say ? I make my aflidavit of the same; and require 
you in the name of all Lares and Penates, and 
ITouscbold Gods ancient and modern which arc 
sacred to men, to consider it and take brotherly 
account of it! — 

‘ Slmll wc hear of you, then, in a day or two: 
shall we not perhaps see you in a day or two! 
That depends on the win<la» and the chances; but 
our afPcction is independent of such. Adieu; qu, 
rtvoir, it now is! Como soon; come at once. 

Ever yours, ^ 

T. CxULYLB. 
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EXTRACTS FROM EMERSON*S DIARY, 

October, 1847. 

“ I found at Liverpool, after a couple of days, a 
letter which had been seeking me, from Carlyle, 
addressed to ‘ R. W. E. on the instant when he 
lands in England,* conveying the heartiest welcome 

t 

and urgent invitation to house and hearth. And 
finding that I should not bo wanted for a week 
in the Lecture-rooms 1 came dowm to London on 
Monday, and, at ten at night, the door was opened 
by Jane Carlyle, and the man himself was behind 
her with a lamp in the hall. They w^erc very lit¬ 
tle changed from their old selves of fourteen years 
ago (in August), w'hen I left them at Craigenput- 
took. ^ Veil,’ said Carlyle, * here w'e arc shovelled 
together again.’ The floodgates of his talk are 
quickly opened, and the river is a plentiful stream. 
We had a wide talk that night until nearly one 
o’clock, and at breakfast next morning again. At 
noon or later we walked forth to Hyde Park and 
J;he Palaces, about two miles from here, to the 
National Gallery, and to the Strand, Carlyle melt¬ 
ing all Westminster and London into his talk and 
laughter, as he goes. Here, in his house, we breiJc* 
fast about laine, and Carlyle is very prone, his wife 
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Bays, to sleep till ten or eleven, if he has no com¬ 
pany. An immense talker, and altogether as ex¬ 
traordinary ill that as in his writing; I think, even 
more so; you w'ill never discover his real vigor and 
range, or how much more he might do than he has 
over done, without seeing him. My few hours’ dis¬ 
course with him, long agr>, in 8cothind, gave me not 
enough knowledge of him ; and 1 have now at last 
been taken by surprise by him.” 

“ C. and his wife live on beautiful terms. Their 
ways arc very engaging, and, in her bookcase, all 
]^is books arc inscribed to licr, as they came from 
year to year, each with some significant lines.” 

“ I had a good talk with C. last night. • He says 
over and over, for months, for years, the, some 
thing. Yet his guiding genius is his moral sense, 

I 

his pcrcci)tion of the sole importance of truth 
and justice; and he, too, says that is prop¬ 
erly no religion in England. He is quite con¬ 
temptuous about ^ Kunit' also, in Germans, or 

English, or Americans; ^ and has a huge respect for 

' * «■ 

* See English Traits, Ch. XVI.; and Life of Sterling, Part 11. 
Ch. Til. Among the windy gospels addressed tp our poor cm- 
tttiy there are few louder than this of Art'* ^ 
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the Duke of Wellington, as the only Englishman, 
or the only one in the Aristocracy, who will have 
nothing to do with any manner of lie.” 

» 

The following sentences are of lafcer date than 
the preceding: — 

“.Carlyle had all the kleinstddtlich traits of an 
islander and a Scotsman, and reprimanded with 
severity the rebellious instincts of the native of a 
vast continent which made light of the British 
Islands.” 

“ Carlyle has a hairy strength which makes his 
literary vocation a mere chance, and what seoim 
very contemptible to him. I could think only of 
an enormous trij.)-hainmcr with an ‘ Ailolian attach¬ 
ment’ ”• 

“ In Carlyle as in Byron, one is more struck with 
the rhetoric than with the matter. He .has manly 
superiority rather than intellectuality, and so makes 
good hard hits all the time. There is more charac¬ 
ter than intellect in every sentence, herein strongly 
resembling Samuel #ohnson.” 

“ England makes what a step from Dr. Johnson 
to Carlyle^ what wealth of thought and science, 
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what expansion of Tiewa and profounder roaonrces 
does the genius and performance of tliis last imply! 
If she can make another step as largOi what 
now ages open! ” * 


CXII. 

EMERSON TO CARLYLE, 

Mbs. Massey’s, Manchestek, 2 Fex^ti' Place, FExinr St., 

November 5, 1847. 

An! my dear friend, all these days have gone, 
laid you have had no word from me, when tlie shut¬ 
tles fly so swiftly in your English loom, and in so 
few hours we may have tidings of the best that live. 
At last, and only this day for the first d&y, I am 
stablislied in my own lodgings on English ground, 
and have a fair parlor and chamber, into both of 
whi(^h the sun and moon shine, into which friendly 
people have already entered. 

Hitherto I have been the victim of trifles,— 
which is the fate and the chief objection to travel¬ 
ling. Days arc absorbed in precious nothings. But 
now thatd am in some sort a citizen, of Manches- 
iter, and also of Liverpool (for there a^ I am to 
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enter on iodgings to-morrow, at 56 Stafford Street, 
Islington), perhaps the social heart of tliis English 
world will include me also in its strong and health¬ 
ful elrculations. ^ 1 get the best letters from home 
by the last steamers, and was much occupied in Liv¬ 
erpool yesterday in seeing Dr.« Nichol of Glasgow, 
who was to sail in the “ Acadia,” and in giving him 
credentials to some Americans. I find here a very 
kind reception from your friends, as tliey emphati¬ 
cally are, — Ireland, Espinassc, Miss Jewsbury, Dr. 
Hodgson, and a circle expanding on all sides out¬ 
ward, — and Mrs. Paulet at Liverpool., I am learn¬ 
ing there also to know friendly faces, and a certain 
Iloiooe Club has coniplimcnicd me with its prifi- 
legcs. The oddest part of my new position is my 
alarming penny correspondence, which, what with 
* ^^I'conlfcs, ijivitations to lecture, proffers of hospi¬ 
tality, suggestions from gotid Swedenborgists and 
others for my better guidance touching the titles 
of my discourses, ikc., &c., all rcquiriilg answers, 
threaten to cat up a day like a cherry. In this fog 
and miscellany, and until the heavenly sun shall 
give me one beam, will not you, friend and joy of so 
many years, send me a quiet line or two now and 
Ihen to say that you still smoke your pipe in peace, 
side by /fjde with wife and brother also well and 
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smoking, or able to smoke ? Now have in 
some measure calmed down the astonishment and 
consternation of seeing your dreams change into 
realities, I mean, at my next approximation or peri- 
liclion, to behold you with the most serene and 
sceptical calmness. 

So give my thanks and inio affectionate remem¬ 
brance <0 .ranc Carlyle, and my regards also to Dr. 
Carlyle, whose precise address jdcasc also to send 
me. 

Ever your loving 

R. W. E. 

« 

The address at tlie top of this note is the best for 
the present, as 1 mean to make this my centre. 


CXIIT. 

« 

CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

CnKLSF.A, 13 Novemlwr, 1847. 

- Dear Emerson, — Your Book-parcels wore faith¬ 
fully sent off, directly after your departure: in 
regard to one of them I hud a pleasant visit from 
the proprietor in person, — the young Swedenbor- 
gian Doctor, whom to my surprise I found quite 
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an agrojsable^ aecompllshed secular young gentle¬ 
man, much given to " progress of the species,** <fec., 
• &c.; from whom I suppose you have yourself heard. 
The Wandering umbrella, still short of an owner, 
hangs upon its peg hero, without definite outlook. 
Of yourself there have come news, by your own 
Letter, and by various excerpts from Manchester 
New-spapers. Gfiickzu! — 

This Morning 1 received the Enclosed, and send 
it off to you w'itlidut farther response. Mudic, if I 
mistake not, is some small Bookscdlor in the Rus- 
sell-Square region; pray answer liim, if you think 
him'ivorthy of answer. A dim siisiucion haunts 
me tlmt perhaps he was the Republislior (or Pirate) 
of your first set of E»»ay»: hut probably he regards 
this as a mere office of untutored friendship on 
liis *part. * Or possibly I do the poor man wrong by 
inisrcinembrance ? Chafmiaii could tell. 

I am sunk deep here, in effete Manuscripts, in 
abstniso meditations, in confusions old and new; 
sinking, as I may describe myself, IItrough stratum 
after stratum of the Inane, — down to one knows 
not what depth! I unfortunately belong to the 
Opposition Party in many points, and am in a 
minority of one. To keep silence, therefore, is 
among the principal duties at present. 
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■t 

We had a call from Bancroft, the other evening. 
A tough Yankee man; of many worthy qualities 
more tough than musical; among which it grati-** 
fi^ me to find a certain small under-cm‘rent of 
genial humor^ or as It were hidden laughter^ not 
noticed heretofore. 

My Wife and all the rest of us arc well; and do 
all salute you with our true wislios, and the hope to 
have you here again before long. Do not bother 
yourself with other than voluntary writing to me, 
while there is so much otherwise that you are 
obliged to w'rile. If on any point you want advice, 
information, or otiicr liclp that lies within the lim¬ 
its of my strength, command me, now and always. 
And BO Good be with you; and a happy meeting 
.to us soon again. 

Yours ever truly, * ' 

T. Gaultlb. 


CXIV. 

CARLYLE TO KMERSON. 

CnELSEA, SO November, 1847. 
Dear Emerson, —Here .is a word for you from 
Miss Fuller; 1 send you the Cover ali^ though I 
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think there is little or nothing in that. It con- 
tained another little Note for Mazziui; who in wan> 
deriag in foreign parts, on paths unknown to me 
at present. Pray send my regards to Miss Fuller, 
when you write. 

Wo hear of you pretty often, and of your suc¬ 
cesses with the Northern populations. We hope 
for you in London again before long. -— I am busy, 
if at all, altogether inarticulately in those days. 
My respect for silence, my distrust of Speech, seem 
to grow upon me. ,There is a time for both, says 
Solomon ; but wc, in our poor generation, have for¬ 
gotten one of the “ times.” 

Here is a Mr. Forster, of Rawdon, or Bradford, 
in Yorkshire; our late host in the Autumn time; 
who expects and longs to be yours when you come 
intc^EhosS parts. 

’ I am busy with William Conqueror’s Domesday 
Book and with the commentaries of various block¬ 
heads on it: — All me! 

All good be with you, and happy news from those 
dear to you. 


Yours ever. 


T. Carlyle. 
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CXV. 

EMERSON TO CARLYLE. 

3 Fenny Street, Higher Broi^giiton, Manchesteb, 

28 Dc(?t*mher, 1847. 

Dear Carlyle, — I am concerned to discover 
that Margaret Fuller in the letter whidi you 
forwarded prays mo to ask you and Mrs. Carlyle 
reffj;)ccting the Count and Countess Popoli, who are 
in Rome for the winter, wliethcr they would be 
good for her to know ? — That is pi'ctty nearly 
the form of her (lucstion. As one third of the 
winter is gone, and one half will be, before her 
question can bo answered, I fear, it will have lost 
some of its jiortincncc. Well, it will serve as a 
token to pass between us, which will pleaSe ine^if it 

do not Margaret. — I have had nothing to send you 

• 

tidings of. Yet 1 get the best accounts from home 
of wife and babes and friends. I am seeing this 
England more thoroughly than I had •! nought was 
possible to me. I find this lecturing a key which 
opens all doors. I have tcueived everywhere the 
kindest hospitality from a great variety of persons* 
1 see many intelligent and well-informed persons'^ 
and some fine geniuses. I have every <||y a better 
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opinion of the English, who are a very liandsoxne 
and satisfactory race of men, and, in tho point of 
material performance, altogether incomparablo. I 
have made some vain attempts to end my lectures, 
hut must go on a little longer. With kindest re¬ 
gards to the Lady Jane, 

Your friend, 

R. W. E. 

« 

Margaret Fuller’s address, if anything is to»be 
written, is. Care of Maquay, Pakenham & Co., 
• Rome. 


CXVI. 

CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

t 

CliKLSEA, 30 Dcconibcr, 1847. 

My dear Emerson, — Wo are very glad to see 
your handwriting again, and learn that you arc 
well, and doing well. Our news of you hitherto, 
from the dim Lecture-clement, had been satisfactory 
indeed, but vague. Go on and prosper. 

• *1 do not much think Miss Puller would do any 
groat good with the Pepolis,—even if they are still 
in Rome,*9nd not at Bologna as our advices here 
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necmed to indicate. Madam Pepoli is an elderly 
Scotch lady, of excellent commonplace vernacular 
qualities, hardly of more; tlic Count, some years 
younger, and a much airier man, is on all sides a 
teiutiful Dilettante^ — little suitable, I fear, to the 
serious iiiihd that can recognize him as such! 
However, if the people arc still in Rome, Miss 
Fuller can easily try: Bid Miss Fuller present my 
Wife’s compliments, or mine, or even yours (for 
they know all our domesticities here, and arc very 
intimate, especially Sladam with My dame); upon 
which the acquaintance is at once made, and can 
1)0 continued if useful. 

This morning Richard Milni'S writes to me for 
your address; which I liave sent. He is just re¬ 
turned out of Spain; home swiftly to “.votsN^or 
the Jew Biir^; is doing hospitalities at Woburn 
Abbey; and 1 suppose will be in Yorkshire (home, 
near Fontefract) before lorig. See him if yon have 
o[)portunity: a man very easy to see and get into ^ 
flowing talk with; a man of much sharpness of 
faculty, vrell tempered by sev^ra^ inches of “Chris¬ 
tian fat ” he has upon his riba for covering. . One 
of the idlest, cheeriest, most gifted of fat little < 
men. 

Tennyson has been here for three weeSs; dining 
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daily till lie is near dead;-—setting out a Poem 
withal. He came in to us on Sunday evening last, 
and on the preceding Sunday: a truly interesting 
Son of Earth, and Son of Heaven,—who has almost 
lost his way, among the will-o’-wisps, I doubt; and 
may flounder ever deeper, over neck and nose at 
last, among the quagmires that abound! I like him 
well; but can do next to nothing for him. Milnes, 
with general coopcrjition, got him a rension; and 
ho has broad and tobacco; but that is a poor outfit 
for-such a soul. He wants a task; and, alas, that 
of spinning rhymes, and naming it ‘‘Art” and 
“high Art,” in a Time like ours, will never fur¬ 
nish him. 

For myself I have been entirely idle^ — 1 dare 
not even say, too abstrusely occupied; for I have 
merely been looking at tlio Chaos even, not by any 
means working in it. I have not even read a 
Book,—that I liked. All “ Literature ” h^s grown 
inexpressibly unsatisfactory to me. Better be si¬ 
lent than talk farther in this mood. 

We arc going efff, on Saturday come a week, into 
Hampshire, to certain Friends you have heard me 
fpeak of, Our address, till the beginning of Febru¬ 
ary, is “Hon. W. B. Baring, Alverstokc, Gosport, 
Hants.”— u. My Wife sends you many kind regards; 
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remember us across the Ocean too; — and be well 
and busy till wo meet. 

Yours ever, 

' T. Carlyle. 

Last nipfht there arrived No. 1 of the MoBBachvr 

• 

neMs Review: beautiful paper and print; and very 
promising otherwise. In the Introduction I well 
recognized the hand; in the first Article too, — not 
in any of the others. Faustum sit. 


CX7IL 

EMERSON TO CARLYLE. 

Amulcsidp:, 26 February, 1848. 

My dear Carlyle, — 1 am licrc in Miss Marti- 
ncaii’s house, and having seen a good deal of Eng¬ 
land, and lately a good deal of Scotland too, 1 am 
to-morrow to set forth again for Manchester, anJ 
presently for London. Ycsiorday, f saw Words¬ 
worth for a good hour aj.d a half, which he did 
not seem to grudge, for he talked freely and 
and — bating his cramping Toryism and what 
belongs to it — wisely enough. He “is in rude 
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health, and, though seventy-seven years old, says he 
docs not Teel his age in any particular. Miss Mar- 
tiueau is in excellent health and spirits, though just 
now annoyed by the hesitations of Murray to pulh 
liah her book;^ but she confides infinitely in her 
book, which is the best fortune. But I please my¬ 
self not a little that I shall in a few days see you 
again, and I will give you an account of my jour¬ 
ney. 1 have heard almost nothing of your late 
weeks, — but that is my fault,— only 1 licard with 
sorrow that vour wife had liccn ill, and could not 
go with you on your Christmas holidays. Now 
may her good days have come again! 1 say I have 
heard nothing of your late days ; of your early days, 
of your genius, of your influence, 1 cease not to hear 

and to see coutiniiallv, yea, often am called upon 

• • • 

to resist the same with might and main. But I 
will not fKJster you with it now. — Miss Martineau, 
who is most happily placed here, and a model of 
housekeeping, sends kindest remembrances to you 
lioth. 

Yours ever, 

R. W. Emerson. 


^ EaBtcm Life, Past and Preaeui.” 


•• 
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CXTIII. 

CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

CiiRLSEA, 28 Febraary, 1848. 

Dear Emerson, — Wc arc dcliglitod to hear of 
you again at first hand : our last traditions repre¬ 
sented you at Edinburgh, and loft the prospect of 

4 

your return hither very vague. 1 have only time 
for one word to-night: to say that your room is 
staiidljllte vacant ever since you quitted it,— ready 
to blighted up with all manner of physical and 
moral/m that the place will yield; and is in fact 
your room, and expects to be accounted such. — 1 
know not specially what your operations in this 
quarter are to be; but whatever they are, or the 
arrangemcnls necessary for, them, surely ft is here 
that you must alight again in the big Babel, and 
deliberately adjust what farther is to be done. 
Write to us what day you are to arrive; and the 
rest is all already managed. 

Jane has never yet got out since the cold took 
her; but she* has at no time Lc-ni so ill as is fre¬ 
quent with her in theso winter disorders; she is 

# 

now steadily improving, and we expect will come 
out with the sun and tlie green leaves^ as she 
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usually doos. I too caught an ugly cold, and, what 
is very uncommon with me, a kind of cough, while 
down in Hampshire ; wliich, with otlicr inarticulate 
matters, has kept me in a very mute abstruse con> 
dition all this while; so that, for many weeks past, 
I have properly had no history, — except such as 
trees in winter, and other merely passive objects 
may have. That is not an agreeable side of the 
page; but I find it indissolubly attached to the 
other: no historical loaf with me but has them 
hot\l Reading docs next to notliing fa||||w at 
present, neither will lliiiiking or oven ^^ming 
rightly prosper; of no province can 1 be quite mas¬ 
ter except of the nUnt one, in such a case. One 
feels ihorc, at last, as if quite annihilated; and 
takes up arms again (the poor goose-quill is no 
greaf things of a weapon to arm with 1) as if in a 
kind of sacred despair. 

I 

All people arc in a sort of joy-dom over the new 
French Republic, which has descended suddenly 
(or shall we say, ancended alas ?) out of the Im¬ 
mensities upon us; showing once again that the 
righteous Gods do yet live and reign! It is long 
years since I have felt any such deep-seated pious 
' satisfaction at a public event. Adieu: come soon; 
and wari^us when. Tours ever, 


T. Carlyle. 



164 


Emarmn io Otxr^le. 


CXIX. 

EMERSON TO CARLYLE. 

2 Fenny St., ManchsstvBi 
2 March, Thursday [1848]. 

Dear Friend, — I hope to set forward to-day for 
London, and arrive there some time to-night. 1 am 
to go first to Chapman’s house, wliere I §hall lodge 
for a If it is too noisy, 1 shall move west- 

warddBlut I liope you arc to be at home to-morrow, 
for if f prosper, I shall come and beg a dinner with 
you, — is it not at five o’clock ? 1 am sorry you 
have no better news to tell me of your health,— 
your own and your wife’s. Tell her I shall surely 
report you to Alcott, who will have his revenge. 
Thanks that you keep the door so wide open for 
me still. 1 shall always come in. 

Ever yours, 

R. W. B, 
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cxx. 

EMERSON TO CARLYLE. 

« 

Monday, p. m., 19 June, 1848. 

Dear Carlyle, —Mrs. Crowe of Edinburgh, an 
excellent lady, known to you and to many good 
people, wishes me to go to you with her. 

I tell her that I believe you relax the reins of 
labor as early as one hour after noon, and 1 pro- < 
pose one o’clock on Thursday for the invai^jP^ If 
you are otlierwisc engaged, you must send me word. 
Otherwise, we shall come. 

It was sad to hear no good news last evening from 
Jane Carlyle. I heartily hope the night brought 
sleep,^ and the morning better health to her. 

Yours always, 

R. W. Emerson. 


eXXL 

CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

^ , Chelsea, 20 June, 1848. 

Dear Emerson, —We shall be very glad to be¬ 
come acqu^nted with Mrs. Crowe, of whom already 
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by report wo know many favorable things. Brown 
(of Portobcllo, Edinburgh) had given us intimation 
of lier kind purposes towards Chelsea; and now on 
Thursday you (pleaso the Pigs) shall see the adven¬ 
ture achieved. Two o^clock, not one, is the hour 
when labor ceases here, — if, alas, there be any 
“labor” so much as got begun; which latter is 
^ often enough the sad case. But at either hour we 
shall be ready for you. 

I hope you penotrated tlio Armida Palace, and 
did your devoir to the sublime Pucliess and her 
Luncheon yesterday! 1 cannot without a certain 

t 

intcnial amusement (foreign enough to my present 
humor) represent to myself such a conjunction of 
opposite stars! But you carry a new imago off 
with you, and aro a gainer, you. AUon%. 

My Papers hero are in a state of distraction, 
state of despair! I see not what is to become of 
them and mo. 

Yours ever truly, 

T. Carltlk. 

• # • • • 

My Wife arose without headache on Mon<luy 
morning; but feels still a good deal beaten;—hfs 
not had “ such a headache ” for several years. 
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CXXII. 

CARLYLE TO BMERSOX. 

r 

Chelsea, Friday [23 June, 1848]. 
Dear Emerson, —I forgjot to say, last night, that 
you are to dina with us on Sunday ; that after our 
call on the Laclv Harriet^ we wilMake a stroll 

* *" ^ t 

through the Park, look at the Sunday population, 

»■ 

aud find ourselves here at five o’clock for the above 
important object. Pray remember, therefore, and 
no excuse ! In haste. 

• Yours ever truly, 

T. Carlyle. 


CXXIII. 

CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

' Chelsea, 6 December, 1848. 
Dear Emerson, — We received your Letter * ^ 
j. some time ago, with many welcomes; and 
nave, as you see, been too remiss in answering it. 
Not from forgetfulness, if you will take my word; 

^ Ladf^ Atthboiton. ^ Tlie letter refeiTed to is missing. 
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« 

no, but from many caufics, too complicated to aiv 
ticulate, and justly - producing an indisposition to 
put pen to paper at all! Never was I more silent 
than in these very months; and, with reason too, 
for the world at large, and my own share of it in 
small, arc both getting more and more unspeakable 
with any convciucncc! In health we of this house¬ 
hold arc about us well as usual; — and look across 
Ho the woods of Concord with more light than we 
had, realizing for ourselves a most mild and friendly 
picture there. Perhaps it is quite as well that you 
are left alone of foreign interference, even of a 
Letter from CJielsca, till you get your liuge bale ot 
English reminiscences assorted a little. Nobody 
except me seems to have licard from you ; at least 
the rest, in these parts, all plead destitution when 
I ask for news. What you saw and suffeiVed* and 
enjoyed here will, if you had once got it properly 
warehoused, be now wealth to you for many years. 
Of one impression we fail not hero : admiration of 
your pacific virtues, of gentle and noble tolerance, 
often sorely tried in tliis place! Forgive me my 
ferocities ; you do not quite know what I suJffer in 
these latitudes, or perhaps it would be even easier 

4 

for you. Peace for me, in a Mother of Dead Dogs 
like this, there is not, was not, will uotj^,—till 
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the battle itself end; which, however, ia a sure out* 

look, and daily growing a nearer one. 

• • • • « 

Nay, there is another practical question,—* but it 
is from the female side of the house to the female 
side, — and in fact concerns Indian meal, upon 
which Mrs. Emerson, or you, or tlic Miller of Con¬ 
cord (if he have any' tincture of philosophy) arc 
now to instruct us! Tlie fact is, potatoes having 
vanished here,* we arc again, with motives large 
and small, trying to learn the use of Indian meal; 
and indeed do cat it daily to meat at dinner, though 
hitherto with considerable despair. Question jint^ 
therefore: Is there by nature a hitter linal taste, 
which makes the throat smart, and disheartens 
much the ap|jrcntice in Indian meal; — or is it 
accidental,* and to be avoided ? We surely antici¬ 
pate the latter answer; but do not yet see how. 
At first we were taught the meal, all ground on 
your side of the water, had got fusty, raw; an 
effect we are well used to in oaten and other meals: 
but, last year, we had a bushel of it ground herey 
and the bitter taste was there as before (with the 
addition of much dirt and sand, our millstcuics I 
suppose being too soft);—whereupon we incline 
to surmise there is, perhaps, as in the case of 
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oats, some pellicle or hull that ought to be re^e^ed 
in making the meal ? Pray ask some philosophic 

f 

Miller, if Mrs. Emerson or you do not know; — 

« 

and as a corollary this second question: What is 
the essential difference between white (or brown- 
gray-whitc) Indian Meal and yellow (the kind we 
now liavc; beautiful as new Guineas, but with an 
ineffaceable tastekin of soot in it)?—And ques¬ 
tion third, which includes all: How to cook mush 
rigidly, at least without bitter? //i>n^-continued 
boiling seems to help the bitterness, but docs not 
cure it. Let some oracle speak! 1 tell all people, 
our staff of life is in the Mississippi Valley hence¬ 
forth;— and one of the truest benefactors were 
an American Minerva who could teach us to cook 

this meal; which our people at present (I included) 

« 

are unanimous in finding nigh uneatable,hnJ loudly 
exclaimablc against!. Elihu Burritt had a string 
of recipes that went through all newspapers three 
years ago; but never sang there oracle of longer 
ears than that, — totally destitute of ]yractical sig¬ 
nificance to any creature here! 

And now enough of qncbtiouing. Alas, alas, I 
have a quite other batch of sad and saddest con¬ 
siderations,on which 1 must not so much* is 
enter at present! Death has been busy in 
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i' 

ihia little circle of ours within these few days. 
You remember Cliarlcs Buller, to whom 1 brought 
you over,that night at the Barings* in Stanhope 
Street ? He died this day week, almost quite un¬ 
expectedly ; a>*ore loss to all that knew him per¬ 
sonally, and his gladdening sunny presence in 
many circles here; a sore loss to the political peo¬ 
ple too, for he was far the cleverest of all Whig 
men, and indeed the only genial soul one can re¬ 
member in that department of things.* We buried 
him yesterday; and now sec wlmt new thing has 
come. Lord Ashburton, who had left his mother 
well in Hampshire ten hours before, is summoned 
from poor Bullcr’s funeral by telegraph; hurries 
back, finds his mother, whom he loved much, al- 
I'cady dead! She was a Miss Bingham, 1 think, 
from Pennsylvania, perhaps from Philadelphia it¬ 
self. You saw her; but the first sight by no means 
told one all or the best worth that was in that good 
Lady. We arc quite bewildered by oui* own re¬ 
grets, and by the far painfulcr sorrow of those 
closely related to these sudden sorrows. Of which 
lot me be silent for the present; — and indeed of 

• 1 The reader of Carlyle's Reminiaeencea, and of Froude's Tolomea 
of hie biography, is familiar with the cloee relations that had es- 
kfeed betweezM^uller and Carlyle. 
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all things else, for apeech^ inadequate mockeiy of 
one’s poor meaning, is quite a burden to me just 
now! 

Neuberg ^ comes hither sometimes; a welcome, 
wise kind of man. Poor little Espiitassc still toils 
cheerily at the oar, and various friends of yours are 
about us. Brother John did send through Chap¬ 
man all the Dante, whicli wo oahiulatc you have 
received long ago: he is now come to Town; doing 
a Preface, <fcc., which also will bo sent to yon, and 

just about publishing.-Helps, who has been 

alarmingly ill, and touring on the Rliinc since 
we were his guests, writes to me yesterday from 
Hampshire about sending you a new Book of his. 
I instructed him How. 

Adieu, dear Emerson; do not forget us, or for- 
get to think as kindly as you can of us, while we 
continue in this world together! 

Yours ever affectionately, 

T. C aklylb. 

> Mr. Ireland, in bis lUeoUeetumSt p. 621, givo& an interesting 
account of Mr. Neuberg, — a highly c:iltivated German, who as¬ 
sisted Carlvle in some of the later lit<>rarv labors of his life. Nen- 
herg died in 1867, and in a* letter ( o his sister of that year Carlyle 
says: ** No kinder friend had I in this world ; no man of my day, 
I believe, bod so faithful, loyal, and willing a helper na he gener-^ 
ously waa to me for the last twenty or more yean.” 
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CXXIV. 

EMERSON TO CARLYLE. 

« Boston, 23 January, 1849. 

Mr DEAR Carlyle, — Here in Boston for the 
daj, .though in no fit place for writing, you shall 
^have, since the steamer goes to-morrow, a hasty 

answer to at least one of your questions. 

You tell me heavy news of your Mends,*and of 
those who were friendly to me for your sake. 
And I have found farther particulars concerning 
them in the newspapers. Bullcr 1 have known 
. by name ever since he was in America with Lord 
Durham, and I well remember his face and figure 
at Mr. Baring's. Even England cannot spare an 
accomplished man. 

^ Since I had your letter, and, 1 believe, by the 
same steamer, your brother's Dante^ complete 
witliin and without, has come to me, most wel¬ 
come. I heartily thank him. 'T is a most work¬ 
manlike book, bearing every mark of honest value. 

I thank him for myself, and 1 thank him, in 

• 

advance, for our people, who arc sure to leani 

• • 

« 

^ The Jnfemo of Delate, a translation in prose by John Carlyle; 
oa ezoellent pie^ of work, still in demand. 
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their debt to him, in the coming months and yeaa^s. 
I sent the book, after short eicamiuation, the same 
day, to, New York, to the Harpers, lest their edi¬ 
tion should come out without Prolegomena. But 
they answered, the next day, that they had already 
received directly the same matter; — yet have not 

up to this time rotiiriied iny book.-For the Indian 

corn,— I have been to see Dr. Charles T. Jackson 
(my wife’s brother, and our best chemist, inventor 
of etherization), who tells me that the reason your 
meal is bitter is, that all tlie corn sent to you from 
us is kilii'dricd here, usually at a heat of three 
hundred degrees, which effectually kills the starch 
or diastase (?) which would otherwise become su¬ 
gar. Tills drying is thought necessary to prevent 
the corn from becoming musty in the contingency 
of a long voyage. He says, if it should go in the 
steamer, it would arrive ’sound without previous dry¬ 
ing. I think I will try that experiment shortly on 
a box or a barrel of our Concord maize, as Lidian 
Emerson contidently engages to send you accurate 
recipes for johnny-cake, musli, and hominy. 

Why did you not send me word of Clough’s hex¬ 
ameter poem, which I have now received and read 
with much joy.^ But no, you will neVer forgive 


1 “ The Bothie of Toher-na-Vuolich<’? 

^ ft 
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Kim his metres. He is a stout, solid, reliable man 
and friend, — I knew well; but this fine poem has 
taken me by surprise. I cannot find that your 
journals have yet discovered its existence. With 
kindest remembrances to Jane Carlyle, and new 
thanks to John Carlyle, your friend, 

R. W. Emerson. 


exxv. 

CAIILYLE TO EMERSON. 

Cuklska, 19 April, 1849. 

My m.AU Emerson, — To-duy is American Post¬ 
day ; and by every rule and law,—even if all laws 
but thdse fit Cocker were abolished from this uni- 
verse, — a word from me is due to you! Twice I 
have hoard since I spoke last: prompt response 
about the Philadelphia Bill; exact performance of 
your voluntary promise,— Indian Corn itself is now 

here for a week past. 

Still more intcre.sting is the barrel of genuine 
Corn earfe, — Indian Cobs of edible grain, from 
the* Barn of Emerson himself! It came all safe 
and right, Recording to your charitable program; 
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without cost or trouble to us of any kind; not with¬ 
out curious interest and satisfaction 1 The recipes 
contained in the precedent letter, duly weighed by* 
the competent jury of housewives (at least by my 
own Wife and Lady Ashburton), were judged to be 
of decided promise, reasonable-looking every one of 
them; and now that tlic stuff itself is come, I am 
happy to assure you tliat it forms a new epoch 
for us all in the Maize department: we find the 
grain sivceU among the sweetest, with a touch even 
of the taste of nnt» in it, and profess with contri¬ 
tion that properly ifc have never tasted Indian Corn 
before. Millers of duo faculty (with millstones of 
irofi) being scarce in the Cockney region, and even 
cooks liable to err, the Ashhurtons have on their 
resources undertaken the brunt of the problem: 
one of their own Surrey or Hampshire ‘millers is 
to grind the stuff, and their own cook, a French¬ 
man commander of a whole squadron, is to under¬ 
take the dressing according to the rules. Yester¬ 
day the Barrel went off to their country place in 
Surrey,— a small Bag of select cars being retained 
here, for our own private experiiTumting; — and bo 
by and by we shall see what comes of it. I on my 
side have already drawn up a fit proclamation* olf 
the excellences of tliis invaluable corn,^ and admo-, 
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nitions as io the benighted state of English eaters 
in regard to it; — to appear in Fraser ^9 Magazine^ 
or I know not wliere, very soon. It is really a small 
contribution towards World-History, this small act 
of yours and ours: there is no doubt to me, now 
that I taste the real grain, but all Europe will 
henceforth have to rely more and more upon your 
Western Valievs and this article. How beautiful 

w 

to think of loan tough Yankee settlers, tougli as 
gutta-percha, with most occult unsubduable fire in 
their belly, steering over the Western Mountains, to 
annihilate the jungle, iind bring^a(‘on and corn out 
of it for the Posterity of Adam! The Pigs in about 
a year cat up all the rattlesnakes for miles round: 
a most judicious ftmetion on tlic j>art of the Pigs. 
Behind the Pigs comes Jonathan with his all- 

conqudriit^ ploughshare, — gh»ry to him too! Oh, 

■ 

if we w^rc not a set of Caiit-riddcii blockheads, 
there is no Mgth of Athene or Ilerakles equal to 
\\{\s fact ;—which I suppose will find‘its real 
“ Poets ” some day or other; when once the Greek, 
Semitic, and multifarious other Cobwebs arc swept 
away a little! Well, w'e must w'ait. — For the rest, 
If this skilful Naturalist and you will make any 
thdre experiments on Indian Corn for us, might I 
not ask th^J: you would try for a method of preserv- 
voL. II. 12 
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ing the meal in a sound state for us? Oatmeal^ 
which would spoil directly too, is preserved all 
year by kiln-drying the grain before it is ground, 
— parching it till it is almost sometimes: 

the Scotch Ifiglilanders, by intciiso parching, can 
keep their oatmeal good fur a series of years. No 
Miller hero at picsont is likely to produce such 
beautiful meal as some of the American specimens 
J liavc seen : —if j)Ossible, we must learn to get 
tlic grain over in tlie shape of j)r(tper durable meal. 
At all OA'cnts, lot your Friend charitably make 
some incpiiry intq||tbc process of millerage, the 
[)ossibilitics of it for nujcting our case ; — and send 
us the result some day, on a separate bit of paper. 
With which let us end, for the present. 

Alas, I have yet written nothing; am yet a long 
way off w'rit ing, 1 fear ! Not for w^ant 6f matter, 
perhaps, but for redundaiiec of it; I feel as if I 
had the whole world to write yet, with the day 
fast bending downwards on me, and did not know 
where to begin, — in what maimer to address the 
deep-sunk populations of the Theban Land. Any 
way my Life is very ^Ww, these terms, and is 
like to bo; God only kuviws what farther quantity 
of braying in the mortar this foolish clay of minb 
may yet need ! —They are printing a t^rd Edition, . 
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<rf Oromwell; that bothered mo for some weeks, 
but now I am over with that* and the Printer 
wholly has it: a sorrowful, not now or ever a 
joyful thing to me, that. The stupor of my fellow 
blockheads, for Centuries back, presses too heavy 
upon that, ~ as upon many things, 0 Heavens! 
People are about setting up some Statue of Crom¬ 
well, at St. Ives, or elsewhere : the King-TTudson 
Sintuo is never yet set up; and the King himself 
(as you may have heard) has been discovered 
swindling. I advise all men not to erect a statue 

for Cromwell just now.-Mdlanlay’s History 

also out, running through the fourth edition : did 
I tell vou last time that I had read it,— with 
wonder and amazement? Finally, it seems likely 
Lord John Russell will shortly walk out (forever, 
it is hoped), and Sir R. Peel come in; to .make 
what effoH is in him towards delivering us from 
the pedant method of treating Ireland. The Ipyin- 
ning, as I think, of salvation (if he can prosper a 
little) to England, and to all Europe us well. For 
they will all have to learn that man docs‘need 
government, and that an able-bodied starving beg¬ 
gar is and remains (whatever Exeter Hall may say 
to it) a Slave destitute of a Master ; of which facts 
England, aitd convulsed Europe, are fallen pro- 
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foundly ignorant in these bad ages, and will plunge 
over deeper till they rediscover the same. Alas, 
alas, the Future for us is not to be made of hutter^ 
as the Platforms proplK'sy; I think it will bo 
harder than steel for some ages! No noble age 
was ever a soft one, nor ev(U’ will or can be*— 

-Your beautiful curimis little discourse (report 

of a discourse) about tbc English was sent me by 
Nouberg; 1 thought it, in my ])rivatc heart, one of 
the best words (for hidden genius lodged in it) I 
had ever heard; so sent it to the Examiner^ frdm 
whicli it. went to the Times and all the other Pa¬ 
pers : an excellent sly little word. 

Clough has gone to Italy; I liavc seen him twice, 
— could not manage his hexameters^ though I like 
the man himself, and hoj)C much of him. “Infi¬ 
delity” lias broken out in Oxford itself, — immense 
emotion in certain quarters in consequence, viru¬ 
lent outcries about a certain “ Sterling Club,” alto¬ 
gether a secular society! 

Adieu, dear Emerson; I had muc*^; more to say, 
but there is no room. O, forgive me, forgive me 
all trespasses, — and love me what you can! 

• Yours ever, 

T. Carltlb. 
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CXXVI. 

CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

ScoTsoKic;, Ecclepechan, N. B., 
13 August^ 1849. 

Dear Emerson, — By all laws of human compu¬ 
tation, I owe you a letter, and have owed, any time 
these seven weeks: let me now pay a little, and 
explain. Your second Barrel of Indian Corn ar¬ 
rived also perfectly fresh, and of admirable taste 
and quality ; the very bag of new-ground meal was 
perfect; and the “pop}K;d corn” ditto, wheui it 
came to be discovered: with tlic whole of which 
admirable materials such order was taken as i)rom- 
ised to^seourc/^ the greatest happiness to the great¬ 
est number ” ; and due silent thanks were tendered 
to the beneficence of the unwearied Sender: — but 
all this, you shall observe, had to be done in the 
thick of a universal packing and household bus¬ 
tle ; I just on the wing for a Tour iu Ireland,” my 
Wife too contemplating a run to Scotland shortly 
after, there to meet mo on mv return. All tliis was 
seven good weeks ligo: 1 hoped somewhere in my 
Irish wayfarings to fling you off a Letter; but alas, I 
reckoned there quite without my host (strict “ host,” 
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called finding nowliere half a minute left to 

me ; and so now, having got homo to my Mother, 
not to see my Wife yet for some days, it is my ear* 
lieet leisure, after all, tliut I employ in this purpose. 
I have been terribly knocked about too,—jolted in 
Irish cars, hotliored almost to madness with Irish 
bald(*rdash, above all kept on dreadfully short allow¬ 
ance of slecj); — so that now first , when fairly down 
to rest, all aclies and bruises begin to bo fairly sen- 
sihhj; and my clearest feeling at this present is the 
uncomfortable one, “ that I um not Caliban, but a 
Cramp ” : terribly cramped indeed, if I could tell 
you everything! 

What tlio other results of this Irish Tour aro to 
ho for me I cannot in the least sjxicify. For one 
thing, I seem to be farther from speech on any sub- 

I 

jeet than over: such masses of chaotic ruin every¬ 
where fronted me, the general fruit of long-contin¬ 
ued universal falsity and folly ; and such mountains 
of ^delusion yet possessing all hearts and tongues: 
I could do little that was not even •n xiouSy except 
admire in silence the general “ Bankruptcy of Im- 
posture” as one there itnds and sees it come to 
pilss, and think with infinite sorrow of the tribula¬ 
tions, futile wrcsUiiigs, tumults, and disasters which 
yet await that unfortunate section of Adam’s Pos- 
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terity before any real improvement can take place 
among them. Alas, alas! The Gospels of Politi¬ 
cal Economy, of Lamez-faire, No-Goveruraent, 
Paradise to all comers, and so many fatal Gospels, 
— generally, one may say, all the Gospels of this 
blessed “New Era,”—will first have to be tried, 
and found wanting. AVith a quantity of written 
and uttered nonsense, and of suffered and inflicted 
misery, which one sinks fairly dumb to estimate! 
A kind of comfort it is, however, to see that “ Im¬ 
posture” has fallen openly “ l)aukru])t,” here as 
everywhere else in our old world ; that no dexterity 
of human tiiikoriiig, witli all llic Parliamentary 
Eloquence and Elective Franchises in nature, will 
ever set it on its feet again, to go many yards more; 
but tliat ita goings ami currcMici(iS in this Eartli 
have as gf>od as ceased for ever and ever! God 
is great; all Lies do now, as from the first, travel 
incessantly towards Chaos, and tlicro at length 
lodge! In some parts of Ireland (the Western 
“ insolvent Unions,” some twenty-seven of them in 
all), within a trifle of one half of tlic whole popu¬ 
lation are on Poor-Law rations (furnished by the 
British Government, £1,100 a week fiirnislK^d here, 
*X1,300’there, £800 there) ; the houses stand roof¬ 
less, the lands unstocked, uncultivated, the landlords 
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hidden from bailiffs, living sometimes on the fiares 
of their domain ”: such a state of things was never 
witnessed under this sky before; and, one would 
humbly expect, cannot last long! — What is to be 
done ? asks every one; incapable of hearing any 
answer, wore there even one ready for imparting to 
him. “ Bfnekhad these two million idle beggars,” 
r sometimes advised, “ and sell them in Brazil as 
Niggers,— perhaps Parliainont, on sweet constraint, 
will allow you to advance them to 1 k^ Niggers! ” 
In fact, the Em{incii>ation Societies should send 
over a deputation or two to look at these immortal 
Irish “ Freemen,” the ne phis ultra of their class : 
it would perhaps moderate the windpipe of much 
eloquence one hears on that subject! Is not 
tliis the most illustrious of all “ ages ”; making 
progress of the species at a grand rate^ indeed ? 
Peace be with it. 

k 

Waiting for me here, there was a Letter from 
Miss Fuller in Rome, written about a month ago; 
a dignified and interesting Letter: requesting 
help witli Booksellers for some “ History of the 
late Italian Revolution” is about writing; and 
elegiacally recognizing the woiiih of Mazzini and 
other cognate persons and things. I instantly se{ 
about doing what little seemed in my po^r towards 
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tills object,—with what result is yet hidden,— 
and have written to the lieroic Margaret: “ More 
power to her elbow! ” as the Irish say. She has a 
beautiful enthusiasm; and is {)crhaps in the right 
stage of insight for doing that piece of business 
well. — Of other persons or interests T will say 
nothing till a calmer opportunity; which surely 
cannot be very long in coming. 

In four days I am to rejoin ray wife ; after which 
some bits of visits are to he paid in this North 
Country; necessary inost^of them, not likely to be 
profitable almost any. In perhaps a month I ex¬ 
pect to be back in Chelsea; whither direct a w'ord 
if you are still beneficent enougli to think of such 
a Castaway! 

Yours ever, 

T. Carlyle. 

I got Tlioreau’s Book ; and meant Veil to read 
it, but have not yet succeeded, though it* went with 
me through all Ireland: tell him so, please. Too 
Jean-Paulisb, I found it hitherto. 
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* 

CAKLYLE TO EMERSON. 

Chelska, 19 July, 1850. ^ 
My dear Emerson, My Friend, my Friend,— 
You behold before you a remorseful man! It is 
well-ni<jf]i a year now since I despatched some 
hurried rai^ of paper to you out of Scoilaiid, indi¬ 
cating doubtless that I would speedily follow it 
with a longer letter ; and here, wlicn gray Autumn 
is at hand again, I liavc still written nothing to 
you, heard nothing from you! It is miserable to 
think of: — and vet it is a fact, and there is no do- 
nying of it; and so we must let it lie. If it please 

Heaven, the like shall not occur again. “Ohone 

• • 

Arooh! ” as the Irish taught me to say, “ Ohone 
Arooh! 

The fact is, my life has been black with care 
and toil, — labor above board and far wt*rse labor 
below; — I have hardly had a heavier year (over¬ 
loaded too with a kind of health ” which may be 
called frightful): to “Ivon my own smoke” in 

some measure, has really been all I was up to; 

• • 

and except on sheer immediate compulsion 1 have 
not written a word to any creature.—Yicstemight 
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I finished the last of these extraordinary Pam* 
phleti; am about running off somewhither into 
the deserts, of Wales or Scotland, Scandinavia or 
still remoter deserts; — and my first signal of re¬ 
vived reminiscence is to you. 

Nay I have not at any time forgotten you, bo 
that justice done the unfortunate: and though 1 see 
well enough what a great deep cleft divides us, in 
our ways of practically looking at this world, — I 
sec also (as probably you do yourself) where the 
rock-strata, miles deep, unite again ; and the two 
poor souls are at one. Toor devils! — Nay if there 
were no point of agreement at all, and I were more 
intolerant “ of ways of thinking ” than I oven am, 
— yet has not tlic man Emerson, from old years, 
been a Human Friend to mo ? Can 1 ever forget, 
or think *othcrwisc than lovingly of tlie man Emer¬ 
son ?-No more of this. Write to mo in 

your first good hour; and say tliat tlierc is still a 
brother-soul left to me alive in this world, and a 
kind thouglit •surviving far over the sea! — 

Chapman, with due punctuality at the time of 
publication, sent me the liepresentative Mm; which 
I read in the becoming manner: you now get the 
^ok offered you for a shilling, at all railway 
stations; and indeed I perceive the word “repro- 
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Bentative man ” (as applied to the late tragic loss 
wo have had in Sir Robert Peel) has been adopted 
by the Ablc-Editors, and circulates through News¬ 
papers as an appropriate household word, which is 
souic compousatiou to you for the piracy you suffer 
from tlic Typographic Lcttcr-of-marque men hero. 
1 found the Book a most finished clear and perfect 
set of Engravin^H in the line manner; portraitures 
full of Ukenen^ and abounding in instruction and 
materials for reflection to me: thanks always for 
sucli a Rook ; and Heaven send us many more of 
them. PlatOy J lliiiik, llnmgh it^is the most ad¬ 
mired by many, did least for me: little save 
Socrates with his clogs and big cars remains alive 
with mo from it. Swedmhorg is excellent in like” 
neu ; excellent in many resiiccts ; — yet I said to 
myself, on reaching your general conclusion about 
the man and his struggles: “ Misned the consum¬ 
mate flower and divine ultimate elixir of Philoso¬ 
phy, say you ? By Heaven, in clutching at it, and 
almost getting it, he has tumbled intt; Bedlam, — 
which is a terrible miss, if i+ were never so near/ 
A miss fully as good as a mlb.% I should say! ” — 
— In fact, I generally dissented a little about 
the end of all these Essays; which was notable^ 
and not without instructive interest tobime, as 1 
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had 00 lustilj^ shouted “ Hear, boar! ** all the way 
from the beginning up to that stage. — On tlio 
whole, let us have another Book with your ear¬ 
liest convenience: that is the modest request 'onc 
makes of you on shutting this. 

1 know not what I am now going to set about: 
the horrible barking of the universal dog-keniicl 
(awakened by these Pampfilets') must still itself 
again; my poor nerves must recover themselves a 
little: — I have much more to say ; and by Heav¬ 
en’s blcsusing must try to got it said in some way if 
I live.— ^ 

Bostonian Prescott is hero, infinitely lionized by 
a.mob of gentlemen ; I have scon him in two places 
or three (but forbore spoecli) : the Jol»nny-c*-ake is 
good, the twopence worth of currants in it too are 
good; but if you offer it as a.bit of baked Ambro¬ 
sia, Ach Gott! — 

Adieu, dear ’ Emerson, forgive and love mo a 
little. 


Yours ever, 


T. Carlyle. 
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CXXVIII. 

CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

Chelsea, 14 November, 1850. 

Dear Emer.son, — You arc often enough present 
to iny thoughts; but yesterday there came a little 
incident which has brought you ratlicr vividly upon 

the scene for me. A certain ‘‘Air. -” from 

lloston sends us, yesterday morning by post, a 
Note of yours addressed to Alazzini, whom he can¬ 
not find ; and indicates that he rct^^ns a similar one 
addressed to inyself, and (in the most courteous, 
kindly, and dignified manner, if Alcrey prevent 
not') is about carrying it off w'ith him again to 
America! To give Mercy a chance, I by the first 
opi>(»rtunity get under way for Alorley’s Hotel, the 

address of Air. -; find there that Mr. -, 

since morning, has been on the road towards Liver¬ 
pool and Arncrio’ia, and that the function of Mercy is 
quite extinct in this instance! Aly reflc' lions as I 
wandered homo again were noiK of the pleasantest 
Of this Mr.-1 had heard sluhc tradition, as of 

A 

an intelligent, accomplished, and superior man; 
such a man’s acquaintance, of whatever complex¬ 
ion he be, is and was always a precious thing to 
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me, well worth acquiring where possible; not to 
say that any friend of yonrlj, whatever his qualities 
otherwise, carries with liim an imperative key to all 
bolts and locks of mine, real or imaginary. In fact 
I felt punished; — and who knows, if the case were 

seen into, whether 1 deserve it ? What “ business 

< 

it w’as that deprived me of a call from Mr.-, 

or of the possibility ot calling on him, I know very 

well, — and-, the .little dog, and others 

know! lint the fact in that matter is very far 

different indeed from the superficial semblance; and 

I appeal to all the genthmen that arc in America 

for a candid interpretation of the same. “ Kightcon 

million bores,”—good Iloavons doirt I know how 
» 

many ui that species wo also haA^c; and how with 
us, as Avilli yon, the difference between them and 
the Eighfeen thousand nobh3-mcn and non-hovcH is 
immcasuraldc and inconceivable; and how, with 
us as with you, the latter small company, sons of 
the Empyrean, will liavc to fling the furtner hii^o 
one, Ions of Mammon and Mud, into some kind of 
chains again, reduce them to some kind of silence 
again, — Unless the old Miid-Dcmons are to rise 
and devour us all? Truly it is so I conitruc it: 

find if-and the Eighteen millions are 

well justified in their anger at me, —— and the 
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Eighteen thousand owe me thanks and new love. 
That is my docidc'd opinion, in spite of you all! 

And 80, along with-, probably in the same ship 

with him, there si 1 all go my protest against the 

conduct of-and the declaration that to the 

last I will protest! Which will wind up the matter 
(without any word of yours on it) at this time.— 
— For the rest, thoiigli-1— sent mo his Pam¬ 

phlet, it is a fact 1 liave not read a word of it, nor 
shall ever read. My Wife read it; but I w^as away, 
yrith far other things in my head; and it was ‘Hent 
to various persons” till it died! — Enough and ten 
times more than enough of all that. Let me on 
this last slip of i»apor give you some rcsiwnse to 
the Letter * I got in Scotland, under the silence of 
the bright autumn sun, in my Mother's house, and 
read there. ' 

Y(ui are bountiful abundantly in your reception 
of those Latter Day Pamphlets; and right in all 
you say of them;—and yet withal you ai c not right, 
my Friend, hut I am! Tnily it docs behove tf mah 
to know the inmost resourcvs of this universe, and, 
for the sake both of his peace and of* his dignity, 
to poBsd^s his soul in patience, and look nothing 
doubting (nothing wincing even, if that be his hu'* 

• i Thia letter is missing. 
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mor) upon all things. For it is most indubitablo 
there is goo4 in all;—and if you oven see an Oliver 

4 

Cromwell assassinated, it is certain you may get a 
cartload of turnips from his carcass. Ah me, and 
I suppose we had too much forgotten all this, or 
there had not been a man like you sent to show it 
us so emphatically! t*ct us well remember it; and 
yet remember too that it is not good always, or 
ever, to be “ at ease in Zion ; good often to bo 
in fierce rage in Zi(ni; and that the vile Pythons 
of this Mud-World do verily require to have sun- 
arrows shot into them and red-hot pokers struck 
through them, according to occasion: woo to the 
man that cnrrics either of these weapons, and 
does not use it in their presence! Here, at this 
moment, ^ miserable Italian organ-grinder has 
struck up the Marseillaise under my window, for 
example: was the Marseillaise fouglit out on a bod 
of down, or Is it worth nothing when fougjit? On 
those wretched Pamphlets I set no value at all, or 
even less than none: to me their one benefit is, 
my own heart is clear of them (a benefit not to 
bo despised, I assure you!) — and in the J’ublic, 
athwart this storm of curses, and emptyings of 
veseibls of dishonor, I can already perceive that it 
is all well etiough there too in reference to them; 

VOL. II# 13 
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and the controversy of the Eighteen millions venus 
the Eighteen thousands, or Eighteen units, is going 
on very handsomely in that quarter of it, for aught 
1 can see! And so. Peace to the brave that are 
departed; and, To-morrow to fresh fields and pas¬ 
tures new! — 

] was in Wales, as well as Scotland, during Au¬ 
tumn time; lived three weeks within wind of St. 
Gerraanus’s old “College” (Fourteen Hundred years 
of ago or so) and also not far from Merthyr Tydvil, 
Cyclops* Hell, sootiest and horridcst avatar of the 
Industrial Mammon I had over anywhere seen;— 
went through the Severn Valley; at Bath stayed a 
night with Landor (a proud and high old man, who 
charged me with express remembrances for you); 
saw Tennyson too, in Cumberland, with his new 
Wife; and other beautiful rccommcndable and 
queHtionablo things; — and was dreadfully tossed 
about, and torn almost to tatters by the mani¬ 
fold brambles of my way: and so at length am 
hero, a much-lamed man indeed! O’i my Frjend, 
have tolerance for me, have sympathy with me; 

you know not quite .(1 niiaginc) what a burden 

• 

mine is, or perhaps you would find this duty, which 
you always do, a little easier done! Be happy, 1^ 
busy beside your still waters, and thiiik kindly of 
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me there. My nerres, health I call them, are in a 
sad state of disorder: alas, that is nine tenths of 
all the battle in this world. Courage, courage I — 
My Wife sends salutations to you and yours. Good 
be with you all always. 

Your affectionate 

T. Carlyle. 


CXXIX. 

CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

CiiRLiiiKA, 8 July, 18^1. 

Dear Emerson, — Don’t you still remember very 

well th^t jthore is such a man ? 1 know you do, 

and will do. But it is a ruinously long while since 

we. have heard a word from each other: — a state 
* 

of matters that ought immediately to ceaee. It was 
your turn, I think, to write ? It was somebody’s 
turn! Nay I hoard lately you complained of bad 
eyes; and were grown abstinent of writing. Pray 
contradict me this. I cannot do without some re- 
gwd from you while we are both here. Spite of 
your many sins, you are among the most human 
of all the brings I now know in the world; — who 
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are a very select set, and are growing ever more 
BO, I can inform you! 

Tn late months, feeling greatly broken and with¬ 
out heart for anything weighty, I have been upon a 
Life of John Sterling ; which will not bo good for 
much, but will as usual gratify me by taking itself 
off my hands: it was one of the things I felt a 
kind of obligation to do, and so am thankful to 
have done. Here is a patch of it lying by me, if 
you will look at a specimen. Tlicrc arc four hun¬ 
dred or more pages (prophesies the Printer), a 
good many Letters and Excerpts in the latter por¬ 
tion of the volume. Already half printed, wholly 
written; but not to come out for a couple of montlis 
yet,— all trade being at a stand till this sublime 
“ Crystal Palace ” go its ways again, — And now 
■ since we are upon the business, 1 wisli you would 
mention it to E. P. Clark (is not that the name ?) 
next time you go to Boston : if that friendly clear¬ 
eyed man have anything to’say in reft?rcnce to 
it and American Booksellers, let him say and 
do; he may have a Copy foi anybody in about a 
month : if he have nothiiur 1 o say, then let there be 
nothing anywhere said. For, mark 0 Philosopher, 

'■ I 

I expressly and with emphasis prohibit gou at 
this stage of our history, and henceforth, unless I 
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grow poor again. Indeed, indeed, the commeroiai 
mandate of the thing (Nature’s little order on that 
behalf) being once fulfilled (by speaking to Clark), 
I do not care a snuff of tobacco how it goes, and 

li , 

will prefer, here as elsewhere, my night’s rest to 
any amount of superfluous *money. 

This summer, as you may conjecturei has been 
Tory noisy with us, and productive of little, — the 
“ Wind-dust-ry of all Nations ” involving cvcrytliing 
in one* inane tornado. The very shopkeepers com¬ 
plain that there is no trade. Such a sanhedrim of 
windy fools from all countries of the Globe were 
surely never gathered in one city before. But tlioy 
will go tlicir ways again, tliey surely will! One 
sits quiet in that faith; — nay, looks abroad with a 
kind 0 / pathetic grandfatherly feeling over ,^his 
universal Children’s Bail wliich the British Nation 
in these extraordinary circumstances is giving it¬ 
self! Silence above all, silence is very behove- 
ful I — 

I read lately a small old brown French duodeci¬ 
mo, which I mean to send you by the first chance 

there is. The writer is a Capitaine Bossu; the 

* 

production, a Journal of his experiences in ^^La 
fiouisiane,” ^‘Oyo” (Ohio),and those regions,which 
looks very ^genuine, and has a strange interest to 
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me, like some fractional Odyssey or letter,^ Only a 
hundred years ago, and the Mississippi has changed 
as never valley did: in 1751 older and stranger, 
looked at from its present date, than Balboc or 
Nineveh! Say wliat we will, Jonathan is doing 
miracles (of a sort) lAder the sun in these times 
now passing. — Do you know Bartram's Travels?. 
This is of the Seventies (1770) or so; treats of 
Florida chiefly, has a wondrous kind of flounder* 
ing eloquence in it; and has also grown imihcasu- 
rably old. All American libraries ought to provide 
themselves with that kind of book; and keep them 
as a kind of future hihUcal article. — Finally on this 
head, can you tell me of any good Booje on Cali¬ 
fornia ? Good : 1 have read several bad. But that 
too is worthy of some wonder; that too, like the 
Old Bucaniers, hungers and thirsts (in ingenuous 
minds) to have Some true record and description 
given of it. 

And poor Miss Fuller, was there any Life ever 

published of her ? or is any competent h:*iid engaged 

on it ? Poor Margaret, I often remember her; and 

tliink how she is asleep now under the surges of 

• 

^ Bosbu wrote two books which are known to the student of 
the hiatoiy of the settlement of America; one, ** Nonveatix Yoya^ 
aux Indes occidentoles," Paris, 1768 ; the other, “ Nouveauz 
ages dans I'Amerique septcntrionale," Amstcnlam (PSria), 1777. 
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the sea. Mazzini, as you perhaps know, is with us 
this summer; comes across once in the week or 
so, and tells me, or at least my Wife, all his news. 
The Roman revolution has made a man of him,— 
quite brightened up ever since; — and the best 
friend he ever saw, 1 l>cliews, was that same Quack- 
Prosident of France, who relieved him wliilo it was 
still time. 

My Brother is in Annnndalc, working liard over 
Dante at last; talks of coming up hither shortly; 
I am myself very ill and miserable in the liver re¬ 
gions ; very tough otherwise, — though I have now 
got spectacles for small print in the twilight. 
Eheufugaces ,— and yet why Eheu? In fact it is 
bettci to be silent. — Adieu, dear Emerson; I ex¬ 
pect to got a great deal brisker by and by, — and in 
the first*place to have a Missive from Boston again. 
My Wife sends you many regards. I am as ever, 
— affectionately Yours 


T. .Carlyle. 
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CXXX. . 

EMERSON TO CARLYLK 

« 

CoNCOKD, 2d July, 1851. 

My dear Carlyle,-♦■You must always thank 
mo for silence, bfe it never so long, and must put 
on it the most generous interpretations. For I am 
too sure of your genius and goodness, and too glad 
that they shine steadily for all, to importune you to 
make assurance sure by a j)rivate beam very often. 
There is very little in this village to be said to you, 
and, with all my love of your letters, 1 think it the 
kind part to defend you from our imbecilities,— 
iny own, and other men’s. Besides, my eyes are 
bad, and prone to mutiny at any hint of white 
paper. 

And yet I owe you all my story, if story I have. 

I have been something of a traveller the last* 
year, and went down tlie Ohio River to its moutli; 
walked nine miles into, and nine miles out of the 
Mammoth Cave, in Kentucky, — walked or sailed, 
for we crossed small underground streams, — and 
lost one day’s light; then steamed up the Missis¬ 
sippi, five days, to Galena. In the Upper Missis-'' 
sippi, you are always in a lake with many Islands. 
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“The Far West” is the right name for these 
verdant deserts. Oi^ all the shores, interminable 
silent forest. If you land, there is prairie behind 
prairie, forest behind forest, sites of nations, no 
nations. The raw bullion of nature; what we call 
“ moral ” value not yet stailiped on it. Biit in a 
thousand miles the immense material values will 
show twenty or fifty Californias; that a. good cipher- 
iug head will make one where he is. Thus at 
Pittsburg, on the Ohio, the Iron City, whither, from 
^want of railroads, few Yankees have penetrated, 
every acre of land has three or four bottoms; first 
of rich soil; then nine feet of bituminous coal; 
a little lower, fourteen feet of coal; then iron, or 
salt; salt springs, with a valuable oil called petro¬ 
leum floating on their surface. Yet this acre sells 
for the price of any tillage acre in Massachusetts; 
and, in a year, the railroads will reach it, east and 
west. — I came home by the great Northern Lakes 
and Niagara. 

No books, a few lectures, each winter, I write 
and read. In the spring, the abomination of our 
Fugitive Slave Bill drove me to some writing and 
speech-making, without hope of effect, but to clear 
nfy own skirts. I am sorry I did not print whilst 
it was yet Mine. I am now told that the time will 
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come again, morp’s the pity. Now I am trying to 
make a soi-t of memoir of Margaret Puller, or my 
part in one; — for.Channing and Ward are to do 
theirs. Without either bcau^ or genius, she had a 
certain wealth and generosity of nature which have 
left a kind of claim on our consciences to build 
her a cairn. And this reminds me that I am to 
write a note to Mazzini on this master; and, as 
you say you see him, you must charge yourself 
with delivering it. What we do must be ended by 
October. 

You too are working for Sterling. It is right 

and kind. 1 learned so much from the New York 

Tribune^ and, a few days after, was on the point of 

* 

writing to you, provoked by a foolish paragraph 
which appeared in Ilufus Griswold’s Journal, (New 
York,) purporting that R. W. E. posses'Sed impor¬ 
tant letters of Sterling, without which Thomas 
Carlyle could not write the Life. What scrap of 
hearsay about contents of Sterling’s letters to 
me, or that 1 had letters, this paltry journalist 
swelled into this puff-ball, I know not. He once 
came to my house, and, sine^' that time, may have 
known Margaret Puller in New York; but probably 
never saw any letter of Sterling’s or heard the dtth- 
tents of any. I have not read agoipi Sterling's 
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letters, which 1 keep as good Lares in a special 
niche, but I have no recollection of anything that 
would he valuable to you. For the American Pub¬ 
lic for the Book, ^ think it important that you 
should take the precise step of sending Phillips 
and Sampson the early copy, and at the earliest. I 
saw them., and also E. P. Clark, and put them in 
communicatjon, and Clark is to write you'at once. 

Having got so far in my writing to you, I do not 
know but I shall gain licart, and write more letters 
over sea. You will think m 3 ' sloth suicidal enough. 
So many men as I learned to value in your country, 
— so many as offered me opportunities of inter¬ 
course,— and I lose them all by silence. Arthur 
Helps is a chief benefactor of mine. I wrote him 
a letter by Ward, — who brought the letter back. 

I ouglA tC thank John Carlyle, not only for me, but' 
for a multitude of good men and women here who 
road his Inferno duly. * W. E, Forster sent me his 
Penn Pamphlet; I sent it to Bancroft,,who liked 
it well, only ho thought Forster might have made a 
still stronger case. Clough I prize at a high rate, 
the man and his poetry, but write not. Wilkinson 
I thought a man of prodigious talent, who somehow 
held it and so taught others to hold it cheap, as 
we do on<^ of those bushel-basket memories which 
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Bchool-boys and scliool-girls often show,—and we 
stop their mouths lest they be troublesome with 
their alarming profusion. But there is no need of 
beginning to count the loiig||atalogue. Kindest, 
kindest remembrance to my Dcncfactress also in 
your house, and health aiid strength and victory 
to you. 

. Your affectionate ^ 

Waldo Emerson. 


CXXXI. 

CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

Gubat Malvern, WoRCESTBRSUtRE, 25 August, 1851. 

r. 

Dear Emerson, — Many tlianks for your Letter, 
which found me here about a week ago, and gave a 
full solution to my bibliopolic difficulties. How¬ 
ever sore your eyes, or however taciturn } our mood, 
there is no delay of writing when any >orvice is to 
be done by it! In fact you are very good to me, 
and always were, in all maiimr of ways; for which 
1 do, as 1 ought, thank the Upper Powers and you. 
That truly has been and is one of the possessiontf 
of my life in this perverse epoch of the world. 




205 


Cast^U to Emerson, 

I have sent off by John Chapman a Copy of the 
Life of Sterling j which is all printed and ready, but 

is not to appear till the first week of October. 

Along with the a poor Uttle French Book 

for you,— Book of a^or Naval Mieeimppi French¬ 
man, one “Bossu,” I think; written only a Century 
ago, yet which already seemed old as the Pyramids 
in reference pa those strange fast-growjng countries. 
I read it as a kind of defaced romance; very thin 
and lean, but all true^ and very marvellous as 
such. 

It is above three weeks since mv Wife and I 
left London, (tlic Printer having done,) and came 
hither with the purpose of a month of what is 
called ‘‘ Water Cure ; for which this place, other¬ 
wise extremely pleasant and wholesome, has become 
cclebratccf of late years. Dr, Gully, the pontiff of 
the business in our Island, warmly encouraged my 
purpose so soon as he heard of it; nay, urgently 
offered at once that both of us should become his 
own guests till the •experiment wore tried: and 
here accordingly we are; I water-curing, assidu¬ 
ously walking on the sunny mountains, drinking of 
the clear wells, not to speak of wet wrappages, soli- 
iSary sad steepagee, and other singular procedures; 
my Wife n#t meddling for her own behoof, but only 
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seeing mo do it. These have been three of the 
idlest weeks I ever spent, and there is still one 
to come: after which wo go northward to Lanca^ 
shire, and across the Bordo||prhcre my good old 
Mother still expects me; and so, after some little 
visiting and dawdling, hope to find ourselves home 
again before September end, and the inexpressible 
Glass Palace with its noisy inanity have taken 
itself ipiite away again. It was -no increase of ill- 
health that drove me hither, rather the reverse; 
but I have long been minded to try this thing: and 
now 1 tliink the result will be ,—zero j»rctty nearly, 
and one imagination tlie less. My long walks, ray 
strenuous idleness, have certainly done me good; 
nor has the “ water ” done me any which per¬ 
haps is much to say of it. For the rest, it is a 
straiigii quasi-monastic—godless and yet devotion¬ 
al — way of life which liuiiuin creatures have here, 
and useful to them beyond doubt. 1 foresee, this 
“Water Cure,” under better forms, will bec'^me the 
Mamadhan of the overworked unbelieving English 
in time coming; an institution they were dreadfully 
in want of, this long while; — Wo had Twisleton^ 

> The late Hon. Eilirard Twislcton, a man of high character aai^ 
largo attainments, and with a personal disposition that won the re¬ 
spect and affeotiou of a wide circle of friends on bolHi sides of the 



207 


Chr^k to Ikneroon, 

here (often speaking of you), who is off to America 
a^n; will sail, 1 think, along with this Letter; a 
samt-articulatc but solid-minded worthy man. We 
have other officials ^id other litterateiira (T. B. 
Macaulay in his liircd^illa for one); but the mind 
rather shuns than seeks them, one finds solitary 
quasi-devotion preferable, and apicnov fiev vBapy as 
Pindar had it! 

Richard Milnes is married, about two weeks ago, 
and gone to V^ienna for a jaunt. Ilis wife, a Miss 
Crewe (Lord Crewe’s sister), about forty, pleasant, 
intelligent, and rather rich; that is the end of 
Richard’s long first act. Alfred Tennyson, perhaps 
you heard, is gone to Italy with his wife: their 
baby died or was dead-born; they found England 
wearisome; Alfred has been taken up on the top of 
the wave, and a good deal jumbled about since you 
were here. Item Thackeray; who is coming over 
to lecture to you: a mad world, my Masters! 

Your Letter to Mazzini was duly despatched; and 
we hear from him that lie will write to yoli, on the 
subject required, without delay. Browning and his 
wife, home from Florence, are both in London at 

Atlantic. He was the author of a curious and learned treatise enti- 
**The Tongue not Essential to Speech/* and his remarkable 
volume on **The Handwriting of Junius" seems to have ctfectually 
<doee<l a long fontroveny. 
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present; mean to live in Paris henceforth for some 
time. They had seen something both of Margaret 
and her d’Ossoli, and appeared to have a true and 
lively interest in them; Browning spoke a long while 
to mo, wilh omidiasis, on the subject: I think it was 
1 that had introduced i)Oor Margaret to them. I 
said he ought to send these reminiscences to Amer¬ 
ica,— that was tlio night before we left Tendon, 
three weeks ago; his answer gave me the impres¬ 
sion there had been some hindrance somewhere. 
Accordingly, wlicn your Letter and Mazzini’s reached 
me here, I wrote to Browning urgently on the sub¬ 
ject: but bo informs me that*they have sent all 
their reminiscences, at the request of Mr. Storj'; so 
that it is already all well.-Pear Emerson, you 

see I am at the bottom of my paper. I will write to 

« • 

you again before long; we cannot let you lie fallow 
in that manner, altogether. Have you got proper 
epectaclee for your eyes ? I have adopted that 
beautiful symbol of old age, and feel myself very 
venerable: take care of your eyes I 

Yours over, 

T. Cabltlb. 
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CXXXII. 

, EMERSON TO CARLYLE. 

Concord, 14 April, 1852. 

My dear Carlyle, —I have not grown so cal¬ 
lous by my sulky habit, but that 1 know where my 
friends arc, and who can help me, in time of need. 
And I liave to crave your good offices to-day, and 
in a matter relating once more to Margaret Fuller. 
. ... You were so kind as to interest yourself, many 
months ago, to set Mazziiii and Browning on writ¬ 
ing their Reminiscences for us. But we never heard 
from cither of them. Lately 1 have learned, by 
way of Sam Longfellow, in Paris, brother of our 
poet Longfellow, that Browning assured him that 
he did write and send a memoir to this country, — 
to whom, I know not. It never arrived at the 
hands of the Fullers, nor of Story, CliRnning, or 
me; — though the book was delayed in the hope of 
such help. I hate that his paper should be lost. 

The little French Voyage^ Ac. of Bossu, I got 
safely, and compared its pictures with my own, at 
i^e Mississippi, the Illinois, and Chicago. It is 
curious an^ true enough, no doubt, though its In- 

14 


VOL. II. 
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diaiiB are rather dim and vague, and “ Messieurs 

• 

Sauvages.” Good Indians wo have in Alexan> 
der Henry’s Travels in Canada^ and in our modern 
Catlin, and the best Western America, perhaps, 
in P. A. Michaux, Votjagti d Voucst de% montfs Alle- 
ghanis, and in Fremont. But it was California 1 
believe you asked about, and, after looking at 
Taylor, Turkman, and the rest, 1 saw tliat the only 
course is to read them all, and every private letter 
that gets into the newspapers. So there was noth¬ 
ing to say. 

■ 1 rejoiced,witli the rest of mankind in iho Life 
of Sterlingj and now peace will be to his Manes, 
<lown in this lower sphere. Yet 1 see well that I 
should have held to his opinion, in all those con¬ 
ferences where you have so quietly assumed the 
palms. It is said here, that you work upon Freder¬ 
ick the Great ? ? However that be, health, strength, 
love, joy, and victory to you. 


R. W. EmiuBSON. 
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CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

Ci.ELSEA, 7 May, 1852. 

Dear Emerson, — I was delighted at the sight of 
your liand again. My manifold sins against you, 
iiivoluntar)" all of them I may well say, arc often 
enough present to my sad thoughts ; and a kind of 
remorse is mixed with the other sorrow, — as if 1 
could have helped growing to be, by aid of time 
and destiny, the grim Ishmaelitc 1 am, and so 
shocking your serenity by my ferocities ! I admit 
you wore like ah angel to me, and absorbed in the 
beantifulest mariner all thunder-clouds into the 
depths of^ your immeasurable a?iher; — and it is in¬ 
dubitable T love you very well, and have long done, 
and mean to do. And on the whole vou will have 
to rally yourself into some kind of Correspond¬ 
ence with mo again; I believe you wdll find that 
also to be a commanded duty by and by! To me 
at any rate, I can say, it is a great^waiit, and adds 
perceptibly to the sternness of these years; deep 
as is my dissent from your Gymnosopliist view of 
tieaven and Earth, I find an agreement that swal¬ 
lows up eil conceivable dissents; in tlie whole 
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world I hardly get, to my spoken human word, 
any other word of response which is authentically 
human. God help iis, this is growing a very lonely 
place, this distracted dog-kcnncl of a world! ■ And 
it is IK) joy to me to see it about to have its throat 
cut for its immeasurable devilries; that is not a 
pleasant i)rocess to be concerned in either more or 
less, — considering above all how many centuries, 
base and dismal all of them, it is like to take! 
Nevertheless Marahons, —and swift too, if we have 
any speed, for the sun is sinking. 

.... Poor Margaret, that is a strange tragedy that 
history of hers; and has many traits of the Heroic 
in it, though it is wild as the prophecy of a Sibyl. 
Such a predetermination to eat this big Universe as 
her oyster or her egg, and to be absolute empress 
of all height and glory in it that her heart could 
conceive, 1 have not before seen in any human 
soul. Her “ mountain me ” indeed: — but her cour¬ 
age too is high and clear, her chivalrous nobleness 
indeed is great; her veracity, in its d opest sense, 
d toute ^preuve, — Your Coi>y of tlie Kook^ came to 
me at last (to my joyV 1 hud already read it; 
there was considerable notice taken of it here; 
and one half-volume of it (and 1 grieve to say only 

1 The ** Memoirs of Margaret Fuller OssoA*' 
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ono, Written by a man called Emerson) was com* 
pletely approved by me and innumerable judges. 
The rest of the Book is not without considerable 
geniality and merits; but one wanted a clear con¬ 
cise Narrative beyond all other merits ; and if you 
ask hero (except in that half-volume) about any 
fact, you are answered (so to speak) not in words, 
but by a symbolic tune on the bagpipe, symbolic 
burst of wind-music from the brass band; — which 

is not the plan at all!-What can have 

become of Mazzini’s Letter, Which he certainly did 
write tod despatched to you, is not easily conceiv¬ 
able. Still less in the case of Browning: for 
Browning and his Wife did also write; I myself 
in the end of last July, having heard him talk 
kindly and well of jK)or Margaret and her Husband, 
took the liberty on your behalf of asking him to 
put something down on paper; and he informed 
mo, then and repeatedly since, he had already done 
it,—at the request of Mrs. Story, I tlijnk. His ad¬ 
dress at present is, No. 138 Avenue dcs Champs 
il^lysdcs, ^ Paris,” if your American travellers still 
thought of inquiring.—Adieu, dear Emerson, tHi 
next week. 


Yours ever. 


T. Caelyle. 
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, CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

Chelska, 25 Juno, 1852. 

Pear Emerson,—. . . . Yun arc a born enthu- 
Biast, as (juiot as you arc; and it will continue so, 
at intervals, to the end. I admiro your sly low¬ 
voiced sarcasm to(); — in short, 1 love the sternly- 
gontlc close-buttoned man very well, as I have 
always done, and intend to continue doing! — 
T’ray observe therefore, and lay it to heart as a 
practical fact, that you are bound to persevere in 
writing to mo from time to time; and will never 
get it given up, hoV sulky soever you grow, while 
we both remain in this w’orld. Do not I very well 
understand all that you say about “apatliized 
moods,” ^ &c. ? The gloom of approaching old age 
(appr^aoliing, nay arriving with some of us) is very 
considerable upon a man; and on the whole one 
contrives to take the very ugliest vie'^', now and 
then, of all beautifulest things ; and to shut one’s 
lips with a kind of grim th.t.anco, a kind of impe- 

t 

rial sorrow which is almost like felicity, — so com- 

• I 

plc-tely and composedly wretched, one is equal to 

1 The words are apparently cited from a missing^etter. 
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the vet^y gods! ‘ These too are necessary moods to 
a moil. . But the Earth withal is verdant, sun-bo- 
shone; and the Son of Adam has his place on it, and 
his tasks and recompenses in it, to the close; — 
as one remembers by and by, too. On the whole, 
I am infinitely solitary ; but not more heavy-laden 
than 1 liavo all along been, perhaps rather less so; 
1 could fancy oven old age to be beautiful, and to 
have a real divinciiess; for the rest, I say always,' 
I cannot part with you^ however it go; and SD, in 
brief, yon must get into the way of holding yourself 
obliged as formerly to a kind of dialogue w'ith me; 
and speak, on paper since not otherwise, the often- 
est you can. Let that be a point settled. 

1 am not writing on Frederic the Great; nor at 

all practically contemplating to do so. But, being 

• • 

in a reading mood after those furious Pamphlets 
(which have procured me showers of abuse from 
all the extensive genus Stupid in this countr^j^ and 
not done me any othec mischief, but perhaps good), 
and not being capable of reading except in a train 
and odwut some object of interest to me, — I took 
to reading, near a year ago, about Frederick, as I 
had twice in my life done before; and liavc, in a 
"loose way, tumbled up an immense quantity of shot 
rubbish on that field, and still continue. Not with 
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much Secisive approach to Frederick’s I am 

still afraid! The man looks brilliant and noble 
to mo; but how Iom him, or the sad wreck he 
lived and worked in ? I do not even yet see him 
clearly; and to try making others see him — ?— 
Yet Voltaire and he are. the celestial element of 
the poor Eightoonih Century; poor souls. I con¬ 
fess also to a real love for FrcdeVick’s dumb follow¬ 
ers : the Prussian Soldiery. — I often say to myself, 
“ Were not lutre the real priests and virtuous mar¬ 
tyrs of that loud-babbling rotten generation!” 
And so it goes on; when to end, or in what to 
end, God knows. 

Adieu, dear Emerson. A blockhead (by mis¬ 
take) has been let in, and has consumed all my 
time. Good be ever with you and yours. 

T. Carlyle. 


cxxxv. 

EMERSON TO CARLYLE. 

19 April, 1853. 

Mt dear Friend, — As I find I never write a' 
letter except at the dunning of the Penny Post,—* 
which is the pest of the century, — I haii^ thought 



JSmerwn to Car^U, 2x7 

lately of crossing to England to*excuse to .you my 

negligence of your injunction, which so flattered me 

* 

by its affectionateness a year ago. I was to write 
once a month. My own disobedience is wonderful, 
and explains to me all the sins of omission of the 
whole world. The levity with which we can let 
fall into disuse such a sacrament as the exchange 
of greeting at sliort periods, is a kind of magnar 
nimity, and should be an astonishing argument of 
the “Immortality”; and 1 wonder how it has es¬ 
caped the notice of philosophers. But wlmt had I, 
dear wise man, to tell you ? What, but that life 
was still tolerable; still absurdly sweet; still prom¬ 
ising, promising, to crcdvtlous idleness; — but sfesj) 
of mine taken in a true direction, or clear solution 
of any the least secret,—none whatever. I scribble 
always a little,—mucli less than formerly, — and I 
did wdthin a year or eighteen months wu’itc a chap¬ 
ter on Fate, which—if wc all live long en6ngh,^that 
is, you, and I, and *tfeA^hapter — I hope to send 
you in fair print. Comfort yourself — as you will — 

t 

you will survive the reading, and will be a sure 
proof that the nut is not cracked. For when w'o 
find out what Fate is, I suppose, the Sphinx and we 
rfre done for; and Sphinx, (Edipus, and world 
ought, by good rights, to roll down the steep into 
the sea. 
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But I was going to say, my neglect of your re¬ 
quest will sliow you how little salicncy is in my 
weeks and months. They are hardly distinguished 

4 

ill memory other tlian as a running web out of a 
loom, a briglit stripe for day, a dark stripe for night, 
and, Avhc.n it goes faster, even these run togctlier 

into endless gray.1 went lately to St. Louis 

and saw tlic Mississippi again. The powers of the 
River, the insatiate craving for nations of men to 
reap and cure its harvests, the conditions it im¬ 
poses,— for it yields to no cnginccriiig,—are in¬ 
teresting enough. Tlie Prairie exists to yield the 
greatest |)o.ssihle quantity of adipoccre. For corn 
makes pig, pig is the export of all liic land, and 
you shall sec the instant dependence of aristoc¬ 
racy and civility on .tlic fat four-legs. Working- 

• • 

men, ability to do the work of the River, abounded. 
Nothing higher was to be thought of. America is 

i 

incomplete. Room for us all, since it has not 

♦ 

ended, nor given sign of ending, in bard or hero. 
’Tis a wild democracy, the riot of nodiocrities, 
and none of your selfish Itulies and Englands, 
where an age sublimates juto a genius, and the 

. I 

whole popuLation is made into Paddies to feed his 
porcelain veins, by transfusion from their bricl! 
arteries. Our few fine persons are opt to die. 
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Horatio Greenough, a sculptor, whose tongue was 
far cuiiningcr in talk than bis cliiscl to carve, and 
who inspired great hopes, died two mouths ago 
at forty-seven years. Nature has only so much 
vital force, and must dilute it, if it is to be mul¬ 
tiplied into millions. “ The beautiful is never 
plentiful.” On the whole, I say to myself, that 
our conditions in’America are not easier or less 
expensive than tlic European. For the poor scholar 
everywhere must be compromise or alternation, and, 
after many remorses, the consoling himself that 
there has been pecuniary honesty, and that things * 
might ha-v^ been worse. But no; wo must think 
much better things than these. Let Lazarus be¬ 
lieve that Heaven docs not corrupt into maggots, 
and that luToes do not succumb. 

Clough is here, and comes to spend a Sunday 
with me, now and then. He begins to have pupils, 
and, if his courage holds out, will have as many as 

« f 

ho wants.I have written hundreds of pages 

about England and ’America, and may scud them 
to you in print. And now be good and write mo 
once more, and I think I will never cease to write 
again. And give my homage to Jane Carlyle. 

Ever yours, 

R. W. Emerson. 
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^ CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

Chelsea, IS Afsy, 1853. 

Pear Emerson, — Tlic sight of your handwriting 
was a real blessing to me, after so long an absti¬ 
nence. You shall not know all the sad reflections 
I have made upon your silence within the last year. 
J never doubted your fidelity of heart; your genial 

deep and friendly recognition of my bits of merits, 

( 

and my bits of sufferings, ditlicultics and obstruc¬ 
tions ; your forgiveness of my faults; or in fact 
that you ever would forget me, or ^eease to think 
kindly of me : but it seemed as if practically Old 
Age had come upon the scene licre too; and as if 

4. 

Upon the wliole one must make up one’s mind to 
know that all this likewise had fallen silent, and 
cou l%be possessed henceforth only on those now 
terms. Alas, there goes much over, year after 
year, into the regions of the Immjitals; inex¬ 
pressibly beautiful, but also inexpressibly sad. I 
have not many voices commune Vith in the 

world. In fact I have properly no voice at all; 

• 

and yours, 1 have often said, was the unique 
among my fellow-creatures, from which came full 
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response, and discourse of reason: the solitude one 
liyes in, if one has any spiritual tliought at all, is 
Tory great in these epochs! — The truth is, more¬ 
over, I bought spectacles to myself about two years 
ago‘(bad print in candle-light having fairly become 
troublesome to me); much may lie in that! “ The 
buying of your first pair of spectacles,” I said to an 
old Scotch gentleman, “ is an important epoch; 
like the buying of your first razor.”—“ Yes” an¬ 
swered he,“but-not quite so joyful perhaps!” — 

— Well, well, I liaA^c heard from you again; and 
you promise to be again constant in writing. Shall 
I believe you, this time ? Do it, and shama the 
Devil! 1 really am persuaded it will do yourself 
good; and to me I know right well, and have 

always known, what it will do. The gaunt lone- 

• • 

Bomeuess of this Midnight Hour, in the ugly 
universal snoring hum of the overfilled deep-sunk 
Posterity of Adam, renders an articulate sj|paker 
precious indeed! Watcliman, what saj^est thou, 
then? Watchman, what of the night?— 

- Your glimpses of the huge unmaiiagoablo ^fissis- 
Bippi, of the huge ditto Model Republic, have hero 
and there something of the epic in them,— ganz 
fiteh meinem Sinne, I see you do not dissent from 
me in regard to that latter enormous Phenomenon, 
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except on the outer surface, and in the way of 
peaceably instead of Mwpoaccably accepting the 
same. Alas, all the world is a “ republic of the 
Mediocrities,” and always w’as; — you may see 
what iU “ universal suffrage ” is and has been, by 
looking.into all the ugly mud-ocean (with some 
old weathercocks atop) lliat now is: the world 
wholly (if wc think of it) is the exact stamp of 
men wholly, and of the shicerest heart-tongue-and- 
haiid “suffrago” they could give about it, poor 

devils !-1 was much struck with Plato, last 

year, and his notions about Democracy: mere 
Latter-Day Piimphlct saxa et faces (read fcpccSj 
if you like) refinod into empyrean radiance and 

lightning of the gods!-1, for my own part,. 

perceive tlie use of all lliis too, the inevitability of 
all fliis; but perceive it (at the present height it 
has attained) to be disastrous withal, to be hor¬ 
rible ^nd even damnable. That Judas Iscariot 
should conic and slap Jesus Christ on the shoulder 
in a familiar manner; tliat all heave .iiest noble¬ 
ness should be flung out ink^ the muddy streets 
there to jostle elbows vith all thickest-skinned 
denizens of chaos, and get itself at every turn 

ft 

trampled into the gutters and annihilated: — alab, 
the reverse of all this was, is, and ever ^dll be, the 
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strenuous effort and most solemn heart-purpose of 
every good citizen in every country of tlio world, — 
and will reappear conspicuously as such (in New 
England and in Old, first of all, as I calculate), 
when once this malodorous melancholy “ Uiicle- 
Tomincry ” is got all well put by! Which .will take 
some time yet, I think. — And so wc will leave it. 

1 went to Germany last autninu; not ueMng 
anything very definite; rather luorely flying from 
certain troops of carpenters, painters, bricklayers, 
<fec., who had made a lodgment in this poor 
house, and have not cVen yet got their incalculable 
riot quite concluded. Sorrow on them,— and no 
return to those poor prouiisos of mijio till 1 have 
quite left! — la Germany 1 found but little; and 

suffered, hom si.\ weeks' of slocplessness in Gcr- 

* • 

man beds. &c., a great deal. Indeed 1 seem to 
myself never yet to have cpiite recovered. The 
Rhine which 1 lionestly ascended from Rot^dam 
to Frankfort was, as I now find, my chief Conquest: 
the beautifulest river in the Earth, 1 do believe; — 
and my first idea of a World-river. It is many 
fathoms deep, broader twice over than the Thames 
here at high water; and rolls along, mirror-smooth 
(Except that, in looking close, you will find ten 
thousand little eddies in it), voiceless, swift, with 
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trim banks, through the heart of Europe, and of 
the Middle Ages wedded to tlie ‘Present Age: such 
an imago of calm;><?M>er (to say nothing of its other 
prof^erties) 1 find I liad never seen before. The 
old Cities too are a little beautiful to me, in spite 
of my state of nerves; honest, kindly people too, 
but sadly short of our and yonvjd'espatch-of-hmineit 
talents, — a really painful defect in the long run. 
I was on two of h’ritz’s Uattlo-ficlds, moreover: Lo- 
bositz in Bohemia, and Kunersdorf by Frankfurt 
on the Oder; but did not, especially in the latter 
case, make much of that. Schiller’s death-chamber, 
Goethe’s sad Court-environment; above all, Lu¬ 
ther’s little room in the Wartburg (1 believe I actu- 

• 

ally had tears in my eyes there, and kmed the old 
oak-tahlc, being in a very flurried state of nerves), 

I T 

iny belief was that under the Canopy there was not 
at present so holy a spot as that same. Of human 
souls I found none specially beautiful to me at all, 
at all,— such my sad fate! Of learned professors, 
1 saw little, and that little was more than enough. 
Ticck at Berlin, an old man, lame on a Sofa, I did 
love, and do; he is uu exception, could 1 have 
seen mucli of him. But on the whole Unw&nal 
PmeyUm seemed to me the humor of German, 4^ 
pecially of Berlin tliinkcrs; — and I, had some quite 
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portentous specimens of that kind,—unconscious 
specimens of four hundred quack power! Truly 
and really the Prussian Soldiers, with their intelli¬ 
gent silence^ with the touclies of effective Spar- 
tanism I saw or fancied in them, were the class of 

people that pleased me best.-But see, my 

sheet is out! I'am still reading, reading, most 
nightmare Books about Fritz ; but as to writing,— 
Ach Gotti Never, never. — Clough is coming home, 
I hope.-Write soon, if you be not enchanted ! 

. Yours ever, 

T. Carlyle. 


CXXXVII. 

CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

CiiELSEAf London, 9 September, ^853. 

m * 

Dear Emerson, — Your Letter came ten days 
: * very kind, ,and however late, surely right 
welcome! You ought to stir yourself up a little, 
and actually begin to speak to me again. If we 
are getting old, that is no reason wliy wo should 
fall silent, and entirely abstruse to one another. 

^ This letter is missing. 

Iff 
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Alas, I do not find as I grow older that the num¬ 
ber of arti(^ilate-s]HMiking Ituman souls increascef 
around rue, in proportion to the inarticulate and 
palavering .MjKrcics! I am often abundantly soli¬ 
tary in heart; and regret the old days when We 
used to speak ofteiuT t.(g< ther. • 

J have not (jnitfed Town this year at all; have 
resisted calls to Scotland h<»lh of a gay and a sad 
dcscrij»tion (for the Ashhnrtons arc gone to Jolm 
of (Jrout’s House, or the Scottish Thule^ to rnsli- 
Cttte and hunt; and, alas, in p(M»r old Annandalc a 
tragedy sc'cms ])rei»aiing for me, and tlio thing I 
Jiavc drea<leD all mv days is [lerliaps now drawing*^ 
nigh, ah mo!) — 1 felt so nttorly broken and dis- 
giistotl witli the jangle of last year’s locomotion, I 
judged it would be bettor to sit obstinately still, 
and let my tlioughts settle, (into sediment and into 
clearness, as it might he) ; and so, in spite of great 
iuul peculiar noises moreover, hero 1 am and re¬ 
main. London is not a bad [dace xi ail in these 
months, — ^vith its long clean green parka, 

and nobody in them, or noboily one has ever seen 
before. Out of La "i .*ippe, which does not suit a 
Protestant man, there is perliaps no place where 

V 

one can be so perfectly alone. I might study erdn: 
but, as I said, there are noises going on; a last 
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desperate spaBinodic effort of building, — a new 
lop^tory to the house, out of which is to bo made 
one ‘‘spacious room (so they call it, though it is 
under twenty feet sctuare) where tlici'O sliall be air 
ad libitum^ light from the sky, and no »ound, not 
even that of the ^remorno (^annons, shall find ac¬ 
cess to me any more ! 8iicli is tlic firophecy ; may 
the gods grant it! Wc shall see now iu about a 
month; — then adieu to mortar-tubs to all Eter¬ 
nity:— 1 endure the thing, mean vvhile, as well as 
1 can ; might run to a certain rural retreat near 
bv, if I liked at any time; hut do not vet: the 
^orst uproar lierc is but a trifle to tfuit of Ocr- 
man inns, and horrible squeaking, choking railway 
trains; and one dues not go to seek this, thii is 
here of its (^\vn will, and for a fuirposc ! S(*riously, 
I had for twelve years had such a sound-proof 
inaccessible apartment schemed out in my head; 
and. last year, under a poor, helpless builder, had 
finally given it up: but Chelsea, as London gener¬ 
ally, swelling out as if it w'ere mad, grows every 
year noisier ; a good builder turned up, and with a 
last paroxysm of enthusiasm I set him to. My 
notion is, he will succeed; in which case, it will be 
a great possesshin to me for the rest of my life. 
Alas, this is*not the kind of iiUnce I could have 
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coveted, and could once get,—with green fields 
and clear skies to accompany it! But one must 
take such as can be had, — and thank the gods. 
Even BO, my friend. In the course of about a year 
of that garret sanctuary, I hope to have swept 
away much litter from my existence: in fact I am 
already, by dint of more obstinate quiescence in 
such circumstances as there arc, intrinsically grow¬ 
ing fairly sounder in nerves. What a business a 
poor human being'has with those nerves of his, 
with that crazy clay tabernacle of liis! Enough, 
enough; there will be all Eternity to rest in, as 
Arnauld said: “ Why in such a fuss, little sir ? ” —^ 
You “ apologize ” for sending people to me: 0 
you of little faith! Never dream of such a thing: 
nay, whom did you send ? The Cincinnati Lec¬ 
turer ' I had provided for with Owen; they would 
have been glad to hear him, on the Cedar forests, 
on the pigs making rattlesnakes into bacon, and the 
general a»lipocero question, under anv form, at the 
Albemarle Street rooms;— and he never came to 
hand. As for Miss Bacui, wc find her, with her 
modest shy dignity, with her solid character and 
strange enterprise, a real acquisition; and hopq.we 
shall now see more of her, now th&t she has come 

t 

^ Mr. p. M. Mitchell, the astronomer. 
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nearer to ns. to lodge. I bavo not in mj life seen 
anything so tragically quixotic as her Shakespeare 
enterprise: alas, alas, there can be nothing but Bor> 
row, toil, and utter disappointment in it for h|r! I 
do cheerfully what 1 can; — which is far more than 
she asks of me (for I have not seen a prouder 
silent soul) ; — but there is not the least possibility 
of truth in the notion she has taken up: and the 
hope of ever proving it, or finding the least doc¬ 
ument that countenances it, is equal to that of 
vanquishing the windmills by stroke of lance. I 
am often truly sorry about the poor lady: but she 
# troubles nobody with her difficulties, with her the¬ 
ories; she must try the matter to the end, and 
charitable souls must further her so far. 

Clough is settled in his Office; gets familiarized 
to it rapidfv (he says), and seems to bo doing well. 
1 see little of him hitherto; I did not, and will not, 
try to influence him in his choice of countries; but 
1 think he ii^ now likely to continue here, and here 
t too he may do us some good. Of America, at least 
of New England, I can perceive he has brought 
away an altogether kindly, almost filial impression, 
— especially of a certain man who lives in that 
sc^on of the Earth. More power to his elbow! — 
Thackeray has very rarely come athwart me 
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Bince his return: he is a big fellow, soul and bodj; 
of many gifts and qualities (particularly in the 
Hogarth line, with a dash of Sterne superadded), 
of ei|^mous appetite withal, and very uncertain 
and chaotic in all points except his outer breeding^ 
which is fixed enough, oxxii perfect according to the 
modern English style. I rather dread explosions 
in his history. A hig^ fierce, weeping, hungry man; 

not a strong one. Ay de mi! -But I must end, 

I must end. Your Letter aw'akcncd in me, while 
reading it, one mad notion. I said to myself, 
“ Well, if I live to finish this Frederic impossi- 
bility, or even to fling it fairly into the fire, why ^ 
should not I go, in my old days, and see Concord, 
Yankeeland, and that man again, after all!” — 
Adieu, dear friend; all good be with you and 
yours always. 

T* CAfiLTLE. 


CXXXVIII. 

EMERSON TO TARLYLE. 

CoKCORD, 11 March, 1854. 

Mt dear Carlyle, —The sight of Mr. Samuel 
Lawrence, the day before yesterday, in New York, 
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and of your head among his sketches, set me on 
thinking which had some pain where should be 
only cheer. For Mr. Lawrence I hailed his arriyal, 
on every 'account. 1 wish to see a good mi^whom 
you prize; and 1 like to haye good Englishmen 
come to America, which, of all countries, after 
their own, has the best claim to them. He prom¬ 
ises to come and see me, and has begun most pro¬ 
pitiously in Now York. For you,—I have too much 

constitutional regard and-, not to feel remorse 

for my short-comings and slow-comiiigs, and I 
remember the maxim which the French stole from 
our Indians, — and it was worth stealing, — “ Let 
. not the grass grow on the path of friendship.” Ah! 
my brave giant, you can never understand the 
silence and forbearances of such as are not giants. 
To those \o whom we owe affection, let us bo dumb 
until we are strong, thoiigh we should never be 
strong. I hate mumped and measled lovers. 1 
hate cramp in all men, — most in myself. 

^And yet I should have been pushed to write 
without Samuel Lawrence; for I lately looked into 
Jemitim^ a Latter-Day Pamphlet, and found why 
you like those papers so well. I think you have 
41e^d your skirts; it is a pretty good minority of 
one, enungiating with brilliant malice what shall 
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be the universal opinion of the next edition of 
mankind. And the sanity was so manifest, that 1 
fejt that the over-gods Ijad cleared their skirts also 
to thi^eiieratioii, iii not leaving themselves with¬ 
out witnesH, lliough without tilts single voice per* 
haps 1 should not acquit them. Also I pardon the 
world that reads the book as though it read it not, 
when 1 sec your inveterated humors. It required 
courage atul required conditions that feuilleton¬ 
ists are not the persons to name or qualify, this 
w'riting Rabelais in 1850. And to do this alone. 
— You must even pitch your tune to suit your¬ 
self. Wo must let Arctic Navigators and deep- 
sea divers wear what astonishing coats, and eat 
what meats — wheat or whale—they like, without 
criticism. 

I road further, sidewise and backwards, in these 
pamphlets, without exhausting them. 1 have not 
peased to think of the great warm heart that sends 
them forth, and wdiich I, with others, sometimes 
tax with satire, and with not being warm enough-^ 
for this poor world ; — I too.— though I know its 
meltings to-me-ward. Then I learned that the news¬ 
papers had announced the death of your mother 
(which I heard of casually on the Rock Rivei^ 

f 

Illinois}, and that you and your brotheiS John had 



Emeritm to Oatfyh, 333 

been with her in Scotland. 1 remembered what 
70 a had oncd and again said of her to me, and 
yoiff apprehensions of the event which has come. 
I can welfheliere you were grieved. Tlio ||Bt son 
is not enough a son* My mother died in my house 
in November, who had lived with me all my life, 
and kept her heart and mind clear, and her own, 
until the end. It is very necessary that wo should 
have mothers, — we that read and write, — to keep 
us from becoming paper. I had found that age 
did not make that she should die without causing 

r 

me pain. In my journeying lately, when I think 
of home the heart is taken out.. 

Miss Bacon wrote me in joyful fulness of tho 
cordial kindness and aid she had found* at your 
hands, and at your wife’s; and I have never thanked 
you, and diuch less acknowledged her coinous let¬ 
ter,— copious with desired details. Clough, too, 
wrote about you, and I have not written to him 
since his return to England. You will see how 
total is my ossification. Meantime I.have nothing 
to tell you that can explain this mild palsy. I 
worked for a time on my English Notes with a 
view of printing, hut was forced to leave them to 
g|b read some lectures in Philadelphia and some 
Western towns. .1 went out Northwest to great 
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countries which I had not visited before % rode one 
day, fault of broken railroads, in a*sleigh, sixty- 
five miles through the*snow, by Lake Mich^n, 
(secini^ how prairies and oak-oi)enings look in 
winter,) to reach Milwaukee; “ the. world there 
was* done up in large lots,” as a settlor told me. 
The farmer, as ho is now a colonist and has drawn 
from his local neccssitjes great doses of energy, is 
interesting, and makes the heroic age for Wis¬ 
consin. lie lives on venison and quails. I was 
made much of, as the only man of tbe pen 
within five hundred miles, and by rarity worth 
more than venison and (piails. 

Greeley of the New York Tribune is the right 
spiritual father of all this region; he prints and 
disperses one hundred and ten thousand newspa¬ 
pers in one day, — multitudes of thenf in those 
very parts. lie had preceded mo, by a few days, 
and people had flocked together, coming thirty and 
forty miles to hear him speak; as was right, for 
he does all their thinking and theory fur them, for 
two dollars a year. Other than Colonists, I saw no 
man. “ There are no singing birds in the prairie,” 
I truly heard. All the life of the land and water 
had distilled no thought. Younger and better, 11 
bad no doubt been tormented to readtand speak 
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their sense for them. Now I only gazed at them 
their boundless land. 

Wno good word closed your letter in September, 
which ought to have had an instant reply, ^lamely, 
that you might come westward when Frederic was 
disposed of. @peed Frederic, then, for all reasons 
and for this! America is growing furiously, town 
and state; new Kansas, new Nebraska looming 
up in these days, vicious politicians seething a 
wretched destiny for them already at Washington! 
The politicians shall be sodden, tlie States escape, 
please God ! The fight of slave and freeman 
drawing nearer, the question is sliarply, whether 
slaver}'^ or wliethcr freedom shall be abolished. 
Como and see. Wealth, which is always interest¬ 
ing, for ‘from wealth power refuses to be divorced, 
is on* a hew scale. Californian quartz mountains 
dumped down in New York to bo replied archi¬ 
tecturally along shore from Canada to Cuba, and 
tlience west to California again. John Bull inter¬ 
ests you at homig, and is all your subject. Come 
and see the Jonathanization of John. What, you 
scorn all this ? Well, then, come and see a 
few good people, impossible to be seen on any 
^ther shore, who heartily and always greet you. 
There is .a very serious welcome for you here. 
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And I too shall wake from sleep*,, Mj wife entreats 
that an invitation shall go from her to jou. 

Faitlifilly yours, 

R. W. Emerson. . 


CXXXIX. 

f \ 

CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

Chelsea, 8 April, 1854. 

Dear Emerson, — It was a morning not like any 

other which lay round it, a morning to be marked 

wliitc, that one, about a week ago, when your 

Letter came to me; a word from you yet again, 

after so long a silence! On the whole, I perceive 

you will not utterly give up answering me, but will 

rouse yourself now and then to a word of human 

brotherhood on my behalf, so long as we both con^ 

• _ 

tinue in this Planet. And I declare, the Heavens 

will reward you; and as to me, thankful 

for what I get, and submissive to delays and to all 

things: all things are good compared with flat 

want in that respect. It remains true, and will 

remain, what 1 have* often told you, that properlys 

there is no voice in this world which is completely 
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homan to me^ which fuH^ understands all I say, 
an^with clear sympathy and sense answers to me, 
but your voice only. Thlit is a curious fact, and 
not quite a joyful one to The solitude, the 
silence of my poor soul, in the centre of this roar¬ 
ing whirlpool called Universe, is great always, and 
sometimes strange and almost awful. 1 have two 
million talking bipeds withoyt feathers, close at my 
elbow, too; and of these it is often hard for mo to 
say whether the so-called “wise” or the almost 
professedly foolish are the more inexpressibly un¬ 
productive to me. “ Silence, Silence ! I often say 
to myself: Be silent, thou poor fool; and pre¬ 
pare for that Divine Silence which is now not far!” 
-On the whole, write to me whenever you 

can; and be not weary of well-doing. 

• » 

I have had sad things to do and see since I wrote 

to you: the loss of my dear and good old Mother, 

« 

which could not be spared me forever, has come 
more like a kind of total bankruptcy upon me than 
might have been^xpected, considering her age and 
mine. Oh those last two days, that last Christmas 
Sunday! She was a true, pious, brave, and noble 
Mother to me; and it is now all over; and the 
Past has all become pale and sad and sacred; — 
ahd the all-devouring potency of Death, what we 
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call Death, has ncTcr looked so strange, cruel and 
unspeakable to me. Nay not cruel altogetlicr, let 
me say; huge, profound, unspeakable^ that is the 
word.—You too lost your good old Mother, 
who stayed with y^ like mine, clear to the last: 
alas, alas, it is the oldest Law of Nature ; and it 
comes on every one of us with a strange original¬ 
ity, as if it had never happened before. — Forward, 
however; and no more lamenting ; no more than 
cannot be helped. “ Paradise is under the shadow 

of our swords,” said the Emir: “ Forward! ” — 

- * 

T make no way in my Prussian History; I bore 
and dig toilsomely through the unutterablcst mass 
of dead rubbish, which is not even English, which 
is ficrman and inhumau; and hardly from ten tons 
of learned inanity is there to be riddled one old 
maty nail. For I have been back as far as Pytheas 
who, first of speaking creatures, beheld the Teu¬ 
tonic Countries; and have questioned all manner of 
extinct Oerman shadows, — who answer nothing 
but mumblings. And on the whole F: itz himself 
is not sufficiently divine to me, far from it; and I 
am getting old, and heavy of heart*;—and in short, 
it oftenest seems to me I shall never write any 
word about that matter; and have again fairly got 
into the element of the Impossible. 'V^ry well : 
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could 1 help it ? I can at least be honestly silent; 
and “ bear my indigence with dignity ” as you once 
said.. The insuperable difficulty of Frederic is, 
that he, the genuine little of Veritable and 
Etcrnfil that was in him, lay nnbedded in the pu¬ 
trid Eighteenth Century, such an Ocean of sordid 
nothingness, shams, and scandalous hypocrisies, as 
never weltered in the world before; and that in 
everything I can find yet written or recorded of 
him, he still, to all intents and purposes, most 
tragically Uea Tiif^iiE ; — and ought not to lie there, 
if any use is ever to be had of liiin, or at least of 
writing about him ; for as to him^ he with his work 
is safe enough to us, far elsewhere. — I^ity mo, pity 
me; I know not on what hand to turn; and have 
such a Chaos filling all my Earth and Heaven as 
was seldofti seen in British or Foreign Literature! 
Add to which, the Sacred Entity, Literature itself, 
is not growing more venerable to me, but less and 
and ever less: good Heavens, I feci often as if 
there were no madder set of bladders tumbling on 
the billow's of the general Bedlam at this moment 
than even the Literary ones,—dear at tw'oponce a 
gross, I should say, unless one could annihilate 
them by purchase on those easy terms! But do 
not tell tbis in Gath; let it be a sad family- 
secret. 
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I smile, with a kind of grave joy, over youi^ 
American speculations, and wild dashing portrait¬ 
ures of things as they arc with you; knd recognize 
well, under* your l^t caricature,' the outlines of a 
right true picture, which has often made me sad 
and grim in late years. Yes, I consider that the 
“ Battle of Freedom and Slavery is very far from 
ended; and that the fate of poor “ Freedom ” in 
the quarrel is very questionable indeed ! Alas, 
there is hut one Slaveryy as I wrote somewhere; 
and that, 1 think, is mounting towards a height, 

A 

which may bring strokes to bear upon it* again! 
Meanwhile, patience; for us there is nothing else 
appointed. — Toll me, liowcvcr, what has become 
of your Book on England ? Wc shall really be 
obliged to you for that. A piece of it went 
through all the Newspapers, some years ago; 
which was really unique for its quaint kindly in¬ 
sight, humor, and other qualities; like an etching 
by Hollar or Hurcr, amid the continents of vile 
smearing which arc called “ pictur' o at present. 
Come on, Come on; give us the Book, and don’t 
loiter! — 

Miss Bacon has fled away to 8 t, AlharCs (the 

0 

Great Bacon’s place) five or siic months ago; and iS 
there working out her Shakespeare Problem, from 
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the dcptliB of her own mind, disdainful apparently, 
or desperate and careless, of all evidence from 
Museums or Archives; 1 have not had an answer * 

4 

from hci* since before Christmas, and have now 
lost her address. Poor Lady; I oometimes silently 
wish she were safe home again ; for truly there can 
no madder enterprise than her present one bo well 

figured.-Adieu, my* Friend; 1 must stop short 

here. Write soon, if you have any charity. Good 
bo with you ever. 

T. CaelyleS. 


CXL. 

* • EMERSON TO CARLYLE. 

Concord, f7 April, 1855. 

My dear Friend, —On this delicious spring day, 
I will obey the beautiful voices of the winds, long 
disobeyed, and address you; nor cloud the hour by 
looking at the letters in my drawer to know if a 
twelvemonth has been- allowed to elapse* since this 
taydy writing was due. Mr. Everett sent me one 
day a letter he had received from you, containing 
a kind me&agc to mo, which gave me pleasure 

YOU u. 16 
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and pain. I returned the letter wi^ thanks^ and 
with promises I would sin no more. Instantly, I 
was whisked, by the stormy wing of Fate,” out. 
of my chain, and whirled, like a* dry leaf, through 
the State of New York. 

Now at home again, I read English Newspapers, 
with all the world, and claim an imaginary privi¬ 
lege over my compatriots, that I revolve therein 
my friend’s large part. Ward said to me yesterday, 
that Carlyle’s star was daily rising. For C. had 
said years ago, when all men thought him mad, 
that which the rest of mortals, including the Times 
Newspaper, have at last got near enough to see 
with eyes, and therefore to believe. And one day, 
in Philadelphia, you. should have heard the wise 
young Philip Randolpli defend you against objec¬ 
tions of mine. But when I have such testimony, 
I say to myself, the high-seeing austerely exigent 
friend whom I elected, and who elected me, twenty 
years and more ago, finds me he;ivy and silent, 
when all the world elects and Lves him. Yet I 
have not changed. I have the same pride in his 
genius, the same sympathy with the Genius that 
governs his, the old love with the old limitations, 
though love and limitation be all untold^ And 1 
see well what a piece of Providence* he is, how 
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material he is to the times, which mast always 
have a solo Soprano to balance the roar of the 
Orchestra. The solo sings the theme; the orches¬ 
tra roars antagonistically but follows.—* And have I 
not put him into my Chapter of English Spiritual 
Tendencies,” with all thankfulness to the Eternal 
Creator, — though the chapter lie unborn in a 
trunk ? 

’Tis tine for us to excuse ourselves, and patch 
with promises. We shall do as before, and sci¬ 
ence is a fatalist 1 follow, 1 find, the fortunes of 
my Country, in my privatcst ways. An American 
is pioneer and man of all work, and reads up his 
newspaper on Saturday night, as farmers and for¬ 
esters do. We admire the and moan 

to give our boys the grand habit; but we only 

• « 

sketch what they may do. No leisure except for 
the strortg, the nimble have none. — I ought to tell 
you .what I do, or I ought to have to tell you what 
1 have done. But what can I? the same conces¬ 
sion to the levity of the times, the noise of America 
comes again. I have even run on wrong topics for 

I 

my parsimonious Muse, and waste my time from 
my true studies. 

*England I see as a roaring volcano of Fate, which 
threatens iso roast or smother the poor literary 
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Plinjs that come too near for mere parpoee of 
reporting. 

I have even fancied you did me a harm by the 
valued gift of Antony Wood; — which, and the like 
of which, I take a lotophagous j)lcasure in eating. 
Yet this is measuring after appearance, measuring 
on hours and days; the true measure is quite 
other, for life takes its color and quality not from 
the days, but the dawns. The lucid intervals are 
like drowning men’s moments, equivalent to the 
foregoing years. Besides, Nature uses us. We 
live but little for ourselves, a good deal for our 
children, and strangers. Each man is one more 
lump of clay to hold the world together. It is 
in the power of the Spirit meantime to make him 
rich reprisals, — which he confides will somewhere 
bo done.—Ah, my friend, you have better things to 
send me word of, than these musings of ihdolence. 
Is Frederic recreated ? Is Frederic the Great ? 

Forget my short-comings and write to me. Miss 
Bacon sends me word, again and egain, of your 
goodness. Against hope and sight she must be 
making a remarkable book. I have a letter from 
her, a few days ago, written in perfect assurance of 

fi 

success! Kindest remembrances to your wife ahd 
to your brother. Yours faithfully^ 

B. W. Emerson, 
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CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

OmcLBEA, 18 May, 1865. 

Dear Emerson, —Last Sunday, Clough was here; 
and we were speaking about you, (much to your 
discredit, you need not doubt,) and how stingy in 
the way of Letters you were grown; wlicn, next 
morning, your Letter itself made its appearance. 
Tliaiiks, tlianks. You know not in the least, I 
perceive, nor can he made to midcrstand at all, how 
indispensable your Letters are to me. How you are, 
and have for a long time been, the one of all the 
sons of Adam who, I felt, completely understood 
what I was saying; and answered with a truly 
human voice,—inexpressibly consolatory to a poor 
man, in kis lonesome pilgrimage, towards the even¬ 
ing of the day ! So many voices are not human; 
but more or less bovine, porcine, canine; *and one’s 
soul dies away in sorrow in the sound of them, and 
is reduced to a dialogue with the “ Silences,” which 
is of a very abstruse nature!—Well, whether you 
write to me or not, I reserve to myself the privilege 
J[ writing to you, so long as we both continue in this 
world 1 As the beneficent Presences vanish from 
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me, one after the other, those that remain are the 
more precious, and I will not part with them, not 
with the chief of them, beyond all. # 

This last year has been a grimmer Iqnclier one 
with me than any I can recollect for a long time. 
I did not go to the Country at all in summer or 
winter; refused even my Christmas at Tlie Grange 
with the Ashburtons, — it was too sad an anniver¬ 
sary for me; — 1 have sat here in my garret, wrig¬ 
gling and wrestling on the worst terms with a Task 
that 1 cannot do, that generally seems to me not 
worth doing, and yet mu%t be done. These aro 
truly the terms. I never had such a business in 
my life before. Frederick himself is a pretty little 
man to me, veracious, courageous, invincible in his 
small sphere; but ho does not rise into the empy- 
rcaii regions, or kindle my heart round him at all; 
and his history, upon which there are wagon-loads 
of dull bad books, is the most dislocated, unman¬ 
ageably incoherent, altogether dusty, bniTcn and 
beggarly production of the modem Muses as ^ven 
hitherto. No man of gen^e ever saw him with eyes, 
except twice Mirabeau, for half an hour each Ijlme. 
And the wretched Books have no indexee^ iio pre¬ 
cision of detail; and I am far away from Berlin ajA 
the seat of information; — and, in brief, shall he 
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beaten miserably witli this unwise enterprise in my 
old days; and (in fine) will consent to be so, and 
got«rthrougb it if I can before 1 die. This of obsti- 
nacy is the one quality I still show; all my other 
qualities (hope, among them) often seem to have 
pretty much takefi leave of me; but it is neces¬ 
sary to hold by this last. Pray for me; I will 
complain no more at present. General Washing¬ 
ton gained the freedom of America — chiefly by 
this respectable quality 1 talk of; nor can a 
history of Frederick be written, in Chelsea in 
* the >ear 1855 , except as against hope, and by 
planting yourself upon it in an extremely dogged 
manner. 

We are all wool-gathering here, with wide eyes 
and astonished minds, at a singular rale, since you 
heard*la^ from me! “ Balakla\ a,” I can jicrceivc, 
is likelj to be a substanti>o in the English lan¬ 
guage henceforth: it in truth expresses compen¬ 
diously what an earnest mind will experience 
everywhere in English life; if his soul rise at all 
above cotton and scrip, a man has to pronounce it 
all a Balaklava these many years. A Balaklava 
now yielding^ under the pressure of rains and un- 
lexpectcd transit of heavy wagons; champing itself 
down infp mere mud-gulfs,—towards the bottom- 
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less Pool, if some flooring be not found. To me it 
is not intrinsically a new phenomenon, only an ex* 
tremcly hideous one. Altum Silentium, what else 
can I reply to it at present ? The Turk War, undeiv 
taken under pressure of the mere mobility, seemed 
to me an enterprise worthy of Bedlam from the first; 
and this method of carrying it on, witJwut any gen* 
craJ, or with a mere sash and cockeddiat for one, is 
of the same block of stuff. Ach Gott! Is not An* 
archy,and parliamentary eloquence instead of work,* 
continued for half a century everywhere, a beauti* 
ful piece of business? We aj*e in alliance with * 
Louis Napoleon (a gentleman who has shown only 
housebreaker qualities hitherto, and is required now 
to show heroic ones, or go to the Devil) ; and under 
Mar^chal Saint*Arnaud (who was once a dan* 
cing-mastcr in this city, and continued £f tKief in 
all cities), a Commander of the Playactor-Pirate 
description, resembling a General as Alexander 
Dumas does Dante Alighieri, — we have got into a 

very strange problem indeed!-But there 

is something almost grand in the stubbof u thickside 

t 

patience and ijcrsistencc of this English People; 

and I do not question but th.'>y will work themselves 

» 

through in one fashion or another; nay proba*« 
bly get a great deal of benefit out of t^is aston- 
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ishing slap on the nose to their self-complacency 
before all the world. They have not done yet, I 
calculate, by any manner of means: they are, how- 
every admonished in an ignominious and convincing 
manner, amid the laughter of nations, that they are 
altogether on the wrong road tliis great while (two 
hundred years, as I have been calculating often), 
— and I shudder to think of the plunging and 
struggle they Will have to get into the approxi- 
mately right one again. Pray for them also, poor 
stupid overfed heavy-laden souls! — 

Before my paper quite end, I must in my own 
name, and tlmt of a select company of others, 
inquire rigorously of R. W. E. why he docs not 
give us that little Book on England ho has prom¬ 
ised so long ? I am very serious in saying, I my- 
self want much to see it; — and that I can see 
no reason why we all should not, without delay. 
Bring it out, 1 say^ and print it, tale quale. You 
will never get it in the least like wliat yoVi wish it, 
clearly no! But I venture to warrant, it is good 
enough, — far too good for the readers that arc to 
get it. Such a pack of blockheads, and disloyal 
and bewildered unfortunates who know not their 
ri^it hand from their left, as fill me with astonish¬ 
ment, and are more and more forfeiting all respect 
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from me. Publish the Book, 1 say; let us have it 

aud so have done!-Adieu, mj dear friend, 

for this time. 1 had a thousand things more to 
write, but have wasted my sheet, and must end. I 
will take another before long, whatever you do. 
In my lonely thoughts you are never long absent: 
Vdlete all of you at Concord ! 

T. Gablyle. 


CXLII. 

EMERSON TO CARLYLE.* 

Concord, 6 May, 18fi6. 

Dear Carlyle, —Thei*e is no escape from the 

% * 

forces of time and life, and we do not write letters 
to the gods or to our friends, but only to attorneys, 
landlords, and tenants. But the planes and plat¬ 
forms on which all stand remain the same, and we 
are ever expecting the descent of the heavens, which 
is to put us into familiarity with the first named. 
When I ceased to write to you for a long time, I 
said to myself,—If anythiiig really good should 
happen here,—any stroke of good sense or virtue 
in our politics, or of £^eat sense in a book,—I will 
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send it on the inetant to the formidable man; but 
I will not repeat to him every month, that there 
are no news. Thank me for my resolution, and 
for keeping it through the long night. One book, 
last summer, came out in New York, a nondescript 
monster which yet had terrible eyes and bufPalo 
strengtli, and was indisputably American, — which 
1 thought to send you; but the book throve so 
badly with the few to whom 1 showed it, and want¬ 
ed good morals so much, that I never did. Yet I 
believe now again, I shall. It is called Leaven of 
Grassj — was written and printed by a journeyman 
printer in Brooklyn, New York, named Walter 
Whitman; and after you have looked into it, if 
you think, as you may, that it is only an auction¬ 
eer's inventory of a w’arehouse, you can light your 
• • 

pipe with it. 

By to-morrow's steamer goes Mrs. - - 

to Liverpool, and to Switzerland and Germany, 
by the advice of physicians, and I cannot let her 
go without praying you to drop your pen, and 
shut up German history for an hour, and extend 
your walk to her chambers, wherever they may be. 
ITiere 'a a piece of republicanism for you to see and 
hfear! That person was, ten or fifteen years ago, 
the loveUest of women, and her speech and man- 
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ners may still give you some report of the same* 
She has always lived with good people, and in her 
position is a centre of what is called good society^ 
wherein her large heart makes a certain glory and 
refinement. She is one of nature's ladies, and 
when I hear lier tell 1 know not what stories of her 
friends, or her children, or her pensioners, I find 
a pathetic eloquence wliich I know not where to 
match. But 1 suppose you shall never hear it. 
Every American is a little displaced in London, 
and, no doubt, her company has grown to her. Her 
husband is a banker connected in business with 

your-, and is a man of elegant genius and 

tastes, and his house is a resort for fine people. 
Thorwaldscn distinguished Mrs.-in Rome, for¬ 

merly, by his attentions. Powers the sculptor made 
an admirable bust of her; Clough and Thackeray 
will tell you of her. Jenny Lind, like the rest, wag 
captivated by her, and was married at her house. 
Is not Henry James in London ? he knows her 
well. If Tennyson comes to London, whilst she is 
there, he should see her for his ‘‘ Lays of Good 
Women.” Now please to read these things to the 
wise and kind oars of Carlyle, and ask her if 
I have done wrong in giving my friend a letter, to 
her ? I could not ask inore than that each of those 
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ladies might appear to the otlier what each has ap¬ 
peared to mo. 

1 saw Thackeray, in the winter, and ho said ho 
would come and see me hero, in April or May; but 
he is still, I believe, in the South and West. Do 
not believe me for 'my reticency less hungry for 
letters. I grieve at the want and loss, and am 
about writing again, that 1 may hear from you. 

Ever affectionately yours, 

R. W. Emerson. 


CXLIIT, 

CARI.YLE TO EMERSON. 

CiiFXSRA, 20 July, 1856. 

• • 

Dear Emerson, — Welcome was your Letter to 
me, after the long interval; as welcome as any 
human Letter could now well be. These many 
months and years I have been sunk in.what dis¬ 
astrous vortexes of foreign wreck you know, till I 
am fallen sick and almost broken-hearted, and my 
life (if it were not this one interest, of doing a 
problem which 1 see to be impossible, and of small¬ 
ish value if found doable!) is burdensome and 
without meaning.to me. It is so rarely I hear the 
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voice of a magnanimous Brother Man address!^ 
any word to me: ninety-nine hundredths of the 
Letters I get arc impertinent cliitchings of me by 
the button, concerning which the one business is, 
How to get handsomely loose again; What to say 
that shall soonest end the intrusion, — if sayii^ 
Nothing wijl not be the best way. WJiich last 
I often in my sorrow have recourse to, at what¬ 
ever known risks. We must pay our tribute to 
Time ”: ah yes, yes; — and yet I will believe, so 
long as we continue together in this sphere of 
things tlicre will always be a potential Letter com¬ 
ing out of New England for me, and the world 
not fallen irretrievably dumb. — — The best 
is, I am about going into Scotland, in two days, 
into deep solitude, for a couple 6f months beside 
the Solway sea: I absolutely need to' have the 
dust blown out of mo, and my mad nerves rested 
(there is notliing else ■ quite gone wrong): this 
unblest Life of Frederick is now actually to get 

along into the Printer’s hand;—a good Book being 

• 

impossible upon it, there shall a bad one be done, 
and one’s poor existence rid of it:—for which great 
object two months of voliuitary torpor are consid¬ 
ered the fair preliminary. In another year’s time, 
(if the Fates allow me to live,) 1 expect to have 
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got ft great deal of rubbish swept into chaos again. 
Unlucky it should ever have been dug up, much 
of it! — 

Your Jtfrs. - should have had our befit wel¬ 

come, for the sake of him who sent her, had there 
been nothing more: but the Lady never showed face 
at all; nor could 1 for a long time get any trace— 
and then it was a most faint and distant one as if 
by double reflex — of her whereabout: too distant, 
too difficult for me, who do not make a call once in 
tlie six months lately. I did moan to go in quest 
(never had an addrese ); but had not yet rallied for 

the Enterprise, when Mrs. -herself wrote that 

she had been unwell, that she was going directly 
for Paris, and would sec us on her return. 80 be 
it: — pray only 1 may not be absent next! I have 
not seen or distinctly heard of Miss Bacon for a 
year and half past: I often ask myself, what has 
become of that poor Lady, and wish I knew of her 
being safe among her friends again. I have even 
lost the address (which at any rate was probably 
not a lasting one); perhaps I could find it by tlic 
eye,— but it is five miles away; and my non-plus- 
ultra for years past is not above half that distance, 
deigho! 
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Mj time is all up and more; and Chaos come 
again is lying round me, in the shape of “packing,” 
in a thousand shapes! — Browning is coming to¬ 
night to take leave. Do you know Browning at 
all? Ho is abstruse, but worth knowing.—And 
what of the Discourtie on England by a certain 
man? Shame! We always hear of it again as 
“out”; and it continues obstinately in. Adieu, 
my friend. 

Ever yours, 

T. Cabltlb. 


CXLIV. 

. CARLYLE TO EMERSQN. 

The Gill, Cummertrees, Annan, N. R, 
28 August, 1856. 

Dear Emerson, — Your Letter alighted here yes¬ 
terday ; ^ like a winged Mercury, bringing “ airs 
from Heaven ” (in a sense) along wilh his hows. 
I understand very well your indisposition to write; 
we must conform to it, as to the law of Chrono9 

t 

(oldest of the gods); but I will murmur always, 
“ It is such a pity as of almost no other man! ” 4- 

^ It is missing now. 


0 
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You are citizen of a Republic,” and perhaps fanCy^ 
yourself republican in an eminent degree: never¬ 
theless I have remarked there is no man of whom 1 
am so iprtain always to get something kingli^: — 
and whenever your huge inarticulate America gets 
settled into kiftgdomi, of the New Model, fit for 
these Ages which are all upon the Moult just now, 
and dreadfully like going to the Devil in the inte¬ 
rim,— then will America, and all nations through 
her, owe the man Ilracrsori a debt, far greater than 
either they or he arc in the least aware of at 
present! That I consider (for myself) to be an 
ascertained fact. For which I myself at least am . 
thankful and liavc long been. 

It pleases me much to know that this English 
[book^, so longHwinkling in our expectations and 
always drawn back again, is at last verily to appear: 

I wish 1 could get hold of my copy: there is no 
Book that would suit me better just now. But we 
must wait for four weeks till we get back to Chel¬ 
sea, — unless I can find some trusty hand to extract 
it from the rubbish that will have accumulated 
there, and forward it by post. You speak as if 
there were something dreadful said of ray own 
c^red self in that Book: Courage, my Friend, it 
will be a most miraculous occurrence to meet with 
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anything said by yon that does me ill; whether 
the immediate taste of it be sweet or bitter, I will 
take it with gratitude, you may depend,—nay even 
with pleasure, what perhaps is still more incredi¬ 
ble. But an old man deluged for half a century 
with the brutally uonsciisioal vocables of liis fellow- 
creatures (which he grows to regard soon as rain^ 
“ rain of frogs’* or the like, and lifts his umbrella 
against w'ith iiidifrcrcncc), — such an old gentle¬ 
man, 1 assure you, is grateful for a word that he 
can rccogni/.c perennial sense in; as in this case 
is his sure hope. And so be the little Book thrice 
welcome; and lot all England understand (as some 
choice portion of England will) that there has not 
been a man talking about us these very many years 

whose w^ords are worth the least attention in com- 

• • 

parison. 

“ Post passing! ” I must end, in mid-course; so 
much still imtouehed upon. Thanks for Sampson 
& Co., and let thentgo their course upon me. If I 

can see lijrs. -about the end of September or 

after, I shall be right glad: — but * fear sbo will 
have fled before that?— 

I am here in my native Country, riding, sear 
bathing, living on country diet,—uttering no word, 
— now into the fifth week ; have had such a “ re- 
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treat ” as no La Trappe hardly could have oltered 

f 

me. A retreat ” wUhout eilicei^ thistle-matresscs; 
and with Bilent devotionB (if any) instead of block¬ 
head spoken ones to tlie Virgin and others!- 

There is still an Excursion to the Highlands ahead, 
. which cannot be avoided ; — then home again 
to peine forte et dure. Good bo witli you always, 
dear friend. 

T. Cablylb. 


CXLV. 

CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

CiiKLBKA, 2 Deccinb«r, 1856. 

Dear Emerson,—1 am really grieved to have 
hurt the feelings of Mr. Phillips; * a gentleman to 
whom 1. on my side, had no feelings but those of 
respect and good will! 1 pray you smooth him 
down again, by all wise metliod% into at least good- 
natured indiffereiuce to me. Ho may depend upon 
it 1 could not mean to irritate him; there lay no 

1 This refefs to a proposed arrangement, which fell through, for 
the pubUcation in America bjr Mmrs. Phillips and Sampson, of 
BtBtoD, of a complete edition of Carlyle’s Works, to be printed from 
tim stereotype plates of the English edition then in course of issue 
by ICessrs. Cblj[Hnan and Hall.’ 
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gain for me in that! Nor is there anything of bnai- 
nesB loft now between us. It is doubly and trebly 
evident those Stereotype Plates arc not to him 
worth their prime cost here, still less, their prime 
cost plus any vestige of definite motive for me to 
concern myself in them: — whereupon the Project * 
falls on its face, and vanishes forever, with apolo¬ 
gies all round. For as to that other method, that 
is a game 1 never thought, and never should think 
of playing at! -— 

You may also tell him this little Biographical 
fact, if you think it will any way help. Some ten 
or more years ago, I made a similar Bargain with a 
New York House (known to you, and now 1 believe 
extinct): “ 10 ” or something “ per cent,” of selling 
price on the Copies Printed, was to be my return 
— not for four or five hundred pounds money laid 
out, but for various things I did, which gratis 
would by no means have been done ; in fine, it was 
tlmir own Offer, mide and accepted in due form; 

“ 10 per cent on the copies printed.” 

And how many were “printed,” thinks Mr. 
Phillips ? I saw one set: dreadfully ugly Books, 
errors in every page; — and to. this hour I have 
never heard of any other! The amount remaiifii 
zero net; and it would appear there was simply 
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one copy ‘‘ printed ” the ugly one sent to myself, 
which 1 instantly despatched again somewhither! 
On second thought perhaps you had liettor not toll 
Mr, Phillips this story, at least not in this way. 
His integrity I would not eTen question by insinua- 
‘ tion, nor need 1, at the point where wo now are. I 
j)crceive he sees in extraordinary brilliancy of illu¬ 
mination his own side of the bargain; and tliinks 
me ignorant of several things which 1 am well 
enough informed about. In brief, make a perfect 
ficace between us, 0 friend, and man of peace; and 
let the wampums be all wrapped up, and especially 
tlie tomahawks entirely buried, and the thing end 
forever! To you also 1 owe apologies; but not to 
you do I pay them, knowing from of old what you 
are to jne. Enough, •enough! 

1 got your Book by post in the Highlands; and 
had such a day over it as falls rarely to my lot! 
Not .for seven years and more have 1 got hold of 
such a Book; — Book by a real man, With eyes in 
his head; nobleness, wisdom, humor, and many 
other things, in the heart of him. Such Books do 
not turn up often in the decade, in the century. In 
fact 1 believe it to be worth all the Books ever 

t 

vhritten by New England upon Old. Franklin might 
have written such a thing (in his own way); no 
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other since! We do very well with it here, and the 
wise part of us he»t. That Chapter on the Church 
is inimitable; “the Bishop asking a troublesome 
gentleman to take wine,’’ — you should see the 
kind of grin it awakens here on our best kind 
of faces. Excellent the manner *of that, and the 
matter too dreadfully true in every part. I do not 
much seize your idea in regard to “Literature,” 
though I do details of it, and will try again. Glad 
of that too, even in its half state; not “ sorry ” at 
any part of it, — you Sceptic! On the whole, write 
again^ and ever again at greater length: there lies 
your only fault to me. And yet 1 know, that also 
is a right noble one, and rare in our day. 

0 my friend, save always for me some comer in 
your memory; I am very lonely in these ^months 
and years, — sunk to the centre of the Eartli, like 
to be throttled by the Pythons and Mudgods in 
my old days; — but shall get out again, too; and 
be a bettor boy 1 No “ hurry equals mine, and it 
is in permanence. 


Yours ever, 


T. Gabltlb. 
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OXLVI. 

EMERSON TO CARLYLE. 

Concord, 17 May, 1858. 

My dear Carlyle, —I see noway for you to 
avoid the Americans but to come to America. For, 
drat or last, we arc all embarking, and all steering 
straight to your door. Mr. and Mrs. Joseph Long- 
worth of Cincinnati are going abroad on their trav¬ 
els. Possibly, the name is not quite unknown to 
you. Their father, Nicholas Longworth, is one of 
the founders of the city of Cincinnati, a bigger 
town than Boston, where ho is a huge land lord and 
planter, and patron of sculptors and painters. And 
his family arc most favorably known to all dwellers 
and strangers, in the Ohio Valley, as people who 
have well used their great wealth. His chief merit 
is to have introduced a systematic culture of the 
wine-grape and wine manufacture, by the import¬ 
ing and settlement of German planters in that 
region, and the trade is thriving to the general 
benefit. His son Joseph is a well-bred gentleman 
of literary tastes, whose position and good heart 
teake him largely hospitable. His wife is a very 
attractivcf and excellent woman, and they are good 
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friends of mine. It seems I have at some former 
time told her that, when she went to England, she 
should see you. And they are going abroad, soon, 
for the first time. If you arc in London, you must 
be seen of them. 

But 1 hailed even this need of taxing once more 
your often taxed courtesy, as a means to break up 
my long contumacy to-you-ward. Please let not the 
wires bo rusted out, so that wo cannot weld them 
again, and let me feel the subtle fluid streaming 
strong. Tell mo what is become of Frederic, 
for whoso appearance 1 have watched every week 
for months ? 1 am better ready for him, since one 
or two books about Voltaire, Maupertuis, and com¬ 
pany, fell in my way. 

Yet that book will not come which I most wish to 

• *■ 

read, namely, the culled'results, the quintessence of 
private conviction, a liher veritatU, a few sentences, 
hints of the final moral you drew from so much^ 
penetrating inquest into past and present men. All 
writing is necessitated to be exoteric, and written 
to a liuman should instead of to the terrible is. 
And I say this to you, because you are the truest 
and bravest of writers. Every writer* is a skater, 
who* must go partly where he would, and partly* 
where the skates carry him; or a sailor) who can 
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onlj Suid where sails can be safely blown. The 
vmaiions to be dlowed for in the surveyor’s com* 
p^s are nothing like so large as those that mdst 
be allowed for in every book. And a friendship of 
odd gentlemen who have got rid of many illusions, 
survived their ambition, and blushes, and passion 
lor euphony, and surface harmonies, and tender¬ 
ness for their accidental literary stores, but have 
kept all their curiosity and awe touching the prob¬ 
lems of man and fate and the Cause of causes, — a 
■ " 

4 

friendship of old gcntlcnieu of this fortune is look¬ 
ing more comely and proiitablo than anything I 
have read of love. Such a dream flatters my inca¬ 
pacities for conversation, for we can all play at 
monosyllables, who cannot attempt the gay pictorial 
panoranne styles. 

So, if ever I hear that you have betrayed the 

first symptom of age, that your back is bent a 

< 

twentieth of an inch from the perpendicular, 1 shall 
hasten to believe , you are shearing your prodigal 
overgrowths, and are calling in your troops to the 
citadel, and 1 may come in the first steamer to drop 
evenings and bear the central monosyllables. 
IP Be good nOw again, and send me quickly — 
tllbugh be the shortest autograph certificate of ^ 

* ^ Tbe end of this letter is lost. 
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CXLVIL 

CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

Chelsea, 2 June, 185$. 

Dear Emerson, — Glad indeed I am to hear of 
you on any terms, on any subject. For the last 
eighteen months I have pretty much ceased all hu¬ 
man correspondence, — writing no Note that was 
not in a sense wrung from me; my one society the 
Nightmares (Prussian and otlier) all that while: — 
but often and often the image of you, and the 
thoughts of old days between us, has risen sad 
upon me; and I have waited to get loose from the 
Nightmares to appeal to you again, — to edacious 
Time and you. Most likely in a couple pf weeks 
you would have heard from me again at any rate. 
Your friends shall be welcome to me; no friend of 
yours can be other at any time. Nor in fact did 
anybody ever sent by you prove other than pleasant 
in this house, so pray no apologies on that small 
score. — If only these Cincinnati Patricians can 
find me here when they et>me? For I am off to 
the deepest solitudes discoverable (dative Scotland 
probably) so scjon as I can shake the %ial tdg- 
rags of Printer people off me; — “hdrely within 
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three weeks now!” I say to myself. But I shall 
be back, too, if all prosper; and your Longworths 
wjll be back; and Madam will stand to her point, I 
hope. 

That book on Friedrich of Prussia — first half 
of it, two swoln unlorely volumes, which treat 
mainly of his Father, &c., and leave him at his ac¬ 
cession — is just getting out of my hands. One 
packet more of Proofs, and I Imvo done with it, — 
thanks to all the gods!. No job approaching in 
ugliness, to it was ever cut out for me; nor had 
I any motive to go on, except the sad negative one, 
“ Shall we be beaten in our old days, then ? ”—But 
it has thoroughly humbled me, — trampled mo 
down into the mud^ there to wrestle with the oc- 
cumula|;p^ stupidities of Mankind, German, English, 
French, and other, for cdl have borne a hand in 
these sad centuries; — and here I emerge at last, 
not MlUd, but almost as good. Seek not to look at 
the Book, — nay in fact it is “ not to be pMithed 
till September ” (so the man of jiffairs settles witJi 
me yesterday, “ owing to the political &c., to the 
season,” &c.) ; my only stipulation was that in ten 
days I should* be utterly out of it,—not to hear of 
it agait till the Day of Judgment, and if possible 
net even theh! In fact it is a bad book, poor, mis- 



268 Carljfle to Emermi. 

shapen, feeble, nearly worthless (thanks to patit 
generations and to me); and my one excuse is, 
I could not make it better, all the world having 

played such a game with it. Well, well!-How 

true is that that you say about the skater; and the 
rider too depending on his veliiclcs, on his roads, 
on his et ceteras! Dismally true have 1 a thou¬ 
sand times felt it, in these late operations; nover in 
any so much. And in short the business of writing 
has altogether Injcorao contemptible to me; and I 
am become confirmed in the Jiotion that nobody 
ought to write,—unless sheer Fate force liim to 
do it; — and then he ought (if not of the mounte¬ 
bank genus) to beg to be shot rather. That is de¬ 
liberately my opinion, — or far nearer it than you 
will believe. 

Once or twice I caught some tone of you in 8om(!S 
American Magazine ; utterances highly noteworthy 
to mo; in a sense, the only thing that is %peeeh at 
all among my fellow-creatures in this time. For 
the years that remain, I suppose we must continue 
to grumble out some occasional utterance of that 
kind : what can we do at tliis late stage ? But in 
the real " Model Republic,’’ it would have been dif¬ 
ferent with two good boys of this kind! — 

Though shattered and trampled down''to an im- 
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mense degree, I do uot think any bones are broken 
yet, ~ though age truly u hero, and you may en¬ 
gage your berth in the steamer whenever you like. 
In a few months T expect to be sensibly improved; 
but my poor Wife suffers sadly the last two winters; 
and I am much distressed by that item of our af¬ 
fairs. Adieu, dear Emerson: I have lost many 
things; let me not lose you till 1 must in some 
way 

Yours ever, 

T. Carlyle. 

P. S. If you read the Newspapers (which I care¬ 
fully abstain from doing) they will babble to you 
about Dickens’s “ Stiparation from Wife,” <fec., ic.; 
fact of Separation 1 believe is true; but all the test 
is mercTies and nonsense. No crime or misde¬ 
meanor specifiable on either side; U 7 ihapm to¬ 
gether, these good many years past, and they at 
length end it.-Sulzer said, “Men*arc by na¬ 

ture goody “Ach, mein licber Sulzer, Er keniit 
niebt dicso verdammte Race,” ejaculated Fritz, at 
hearing such an axiom. 
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CXLvn*. 

EilERSON TO CAIILYLE.1 

^ Concord, 1 May, 1859. 

.... Tlic book [the first volume of the Life of 
Friedrich] came, with itH irresistible inscription, 
so that I am all tendorncss and all but tears. The 
book, too, .is sovereignly written^ 1. think you the 
true inventor of the stereoscope, as having exhib¬ 
ited that art in style long before we had yet hoard 
of it ill drawing. The letter came also. Every 
child of mine knows from far that hand-writing, 
and brings it homo with 6]>eed. 

You hug yourself on missing the illusion of 
children, and must be pitied as having one glitter¬ 
ing toy the less. 1 am a victim all my days to 
certain graces of form and behavior, and can never 
come into ecjuilibrium. Now I am fooled by my 
own young people, and grow old contented. The 
heedless children suddenly take the keenest hold on 
life, and foolish papas cling to the world on their 
account, as never on their own. Out of sympathy, 
w'e make believe to value the prizes of their alnbi- 

* TheM) fragments of a lotti^r of Emerson arc printed by l^r. 
Alexander Ireland in his Ralph Waldo Emerson; a Biogra^cal 
Bketoh,'* London, 1882. 
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iion and hope. My two girls, pupils once or now 
of Agassiz, are good, healthy, apprehensive, decided 
young people, who love life. My boy divides his 
time between Cicero and cricket, — knows his 
boat, the birds, and Walter Scott, verso and prose, 
through and through, — and will go to College 
next year. 8tim Ward and I tickled each other 
the other day, in looking over a very good com¬ 
pany of young fKJOple, by finding in the iiew-coincrs 
a marked improvement on their parents. There, I 
flatter myself, I see some emerging of our people 

from the prison of their politics. 

I am so glad to find myself speaking once 
more to you, that I mean to persist in the prac¬ 
tice. Be fis glad as you have been. You and 
I shall not know each other, on this jdatform, so 
long as'*’^c have known. A correspondent even 
of twenty-five years should not be disused unless 
tlirough some fatal event. Life is too shori, and 
with all our poetry and morals too indigent, to 
allow such sacrifices. Ey^s so old and weary, and 
which have learned to look on so much, are gath¬ 
ering an hourly harvest; and 1 cannot spare what 
on noble terms is offered me. 
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CXLVIIIj^ 

CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

(^IIELSEA, Loni>on, SO April, ]80a 

Dear Emerson, — It is a special favor of Heaven 
to me that I hear of you again by this accident; 
and am made to answer a word de ProfundU. It 
is constantly among the fairest of tlic few hopes 
that remain for me on the other side of this Stygian 
Abyss of a Friedricli (should 1 ever get through it 
alive) that I ihall then begin w^riting to you again, 
who knows if not sec you in the body before quite 
taking wing! For I feel always, what I have some¬ 
times written, that there is (in a sense) but one, 
completely human voice to mo in the world; and 
that you arc it, and have been, — thank» to you, 
wliether you speak or not! Let me say also, while 
1 am at it, that the few words you sent me about 
those first Two volumes are present with me in fhe 
far more frightful darknesses of these last Two; and 
indeed are often almost my one encouragement.^ 

^ T}ie following extmots from Emerson's Diary, is 1859, ate of 
interest, as showing Iiis cstimR+'' - if FnfdtiA. 

** Meantime here has come into the country three months ago 
a book of Carlyle, Hintory of Frrderitk^ infinitely the 
book that et^r was written, a book that one would think the Eng¬ 
lish people would rise up in mass to thank him tor, by oordkl 
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That is a fact, and not exaggerated, though you 
think it is. 1 read some criticisms of my wretched 
Book, and hundred?^of otheys I in the gross refused 
to read; they were in praise, they were in blame; 
but not one of them looked into the eyes of the 
object, and in genuine human fashion responded to 
its human strivings, and recognized it,—comjdetely 
right, though with generous exaggeration! That 
was well done, I can tell you: a human voice, far 
out in the waste deeps, among the inarticulate sea- 
krakens and obscene monsters, loud-roaring, in¬ 
acclamation, and congrAuIatc thetnselvca that such a iicucl cxiated 
among tliem, and nmeh-aympathizing, and on-it«-owii-account-road* 
ing America would make a new trenty cxtraonlinary of joyful, gratu- 
fnl d(>liglit with England, in acknowledgment of biieh a donation, 
— a hook with so many rnomorable aitd heroic facts, working di- 
ractly, too, to pmt*ti« e ; with new heroes, things unvoiced Ijcforc; 
with a range of thought mid Avisdom the largest and the most collo¬ 
quially ehiilriC that ever was, not so much applying as inosculating 
to every need and sensibility of a man, so that I do not so much 
read a atercotyiie iioge, tis 1 sec tlje eyes of the writer looking into 
my eyes, with winks and long-eoniTnanding glnnecs, and sti‘reo- 
Bcoping every figure that passes, and every hill, river, wood, hum¬ 
mock, and pchhlc in the long |>enijM*ctivc ; and withal a book that 
is a Judgment Day, for its moral verdict on the men and nations 
and manners of modem times. With its womlerful new svstem of 

• t/ 

mnemonics, whereby great and insignific^iTit men are ineffaceably 
ticketed and marked in the memory by what they were, hud, and 
did. And this book makes no noise; I have hardly seen a notice 
it in any newspaper or journal, and you would think there was 
iSi such book ; but the secret interior wits and hearts of men take 
note of it, not the less surely. They have said nothing lately in 
|waiie of the Idr, or of fire, or of the blessing of love, and yet, I 
VOL. IL 18 ^ 
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expressibly ugly, dooming you as if to eternal 

solitude by way of wages,—“bath exceeding much 

A 

refreshment in it,” as my friend Olirer used to 

Adieu, my friend; 1 have not written so much in 
the Letter way, not, I think, since you last hoard of 
mo. In my despait it often seems as if I should 
never write more; but be sunk here, and perish 
miserably in the most undoablc, least worthy, most 
disgusting and heart-breaking of all the lal>orB 1 
ever had. But perhaps also not, not quite. In 

which case- ' # 

Yours ever truly at any rate, 

T. Carlyle. 

No time to re-read. 1 suppose you can decipher. 

mppoHe, thoy art^ sensible of tbAso, and not less of this^bdok, which 
is like these. 

*‘Gla(l of Ellery C'hauuing's conlinl praise of Carlyle's ffiatory 
whkh he thinks well entitled to be called a “Work," and far snpe* 
rioT to his early Ixioks. Wonders at his imafpuation which can 
invest with such hilerest to himself these (one wonM think) hope- 
loss details of (lennaii story. Ho is the only ni^ii who knows. — 
What a reader ! How com|)etent to give light now on the politics 
of Europe! To-dny this History ai)(wars the best of all historiss. 
.... 'T is worth remembering in ( onnection with what 1 have so 
often to say of “Surface," thr.t «holo skill is in that directiM. 
Carlyle's FrkdricJt is a great Iwok; o^wns new extension to history. 
How much event, personality, nationality, is \here disclosed, 
hinted At, and will draw multitudes of scholars to its exploring and 
, jUtistration 1 *' 
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* CXLIX. 

CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

CiiEi^BfCA, 2a Jaauarj'y ISfil. 

Dear Emerson, — Tlie sight of my liaiul-writing 
will, I know, ho welcome again. Though 1 lik'-rally 
do not write the smallest Note once 111 a month, or 
converse 'with anything but Prussian Nightmanjs 
of a hideous [nature], and with my Iforse (wlio 
is human in comparison), and witli my poor Wife 
(who is altogether human, and heroically cheerful 
to mo, in her poor weak state),—I must use the 
five minutes, which have fallen to me to-day, in 
acknowledgment, dm by all laws terrestrial and 
celestial.^ of the last Book ^ that has come from 
you. 

I read it a great while ago, mostly in sheets, and 
again read it in the finely printed form, — I can 
tell you, if you do not already guess, with a satis¬ 
faction given me by the Books of no otlier living 
mortal. I predicted to your English Jk)okHellcr a 
great sale even, reckoning it the best of all your 
Books. What the sale was or is I nowhere learned; 
but the basis of my prophecy remains like the 


1 “The Conduct of Life.*’ 
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rocks, and will remain. Indeed, except from my' 
Brother John, I have heard no criticism that had 
much rationality, — some of them incredibly irra¬ 
tional (if that matter had not altogether become 
a barking of dogs among us); — but 1 always be¬ 
lieve there are in the mule state a great number 
of thinking English souls, who can recognize a 
3'hinkcr and a SaytT, of perennially human tyi)e, 
and welcome him as tlic rarest of miracles, in 
“ sucli a spread of knowledge as there now is: — 
one English soul of that kind tliero indubitably is; 
and 1 certify hereby, notarially if you like, that such 
is em[)hatically his view of the matter. You have 
grown older, more pungent, piercing; — 1 never read 
from you before sucli lightning-gleams of meaning 
as are tO be found here. The finale of all, that of 
“ Illusions ’’ falling on us like snow-showers, but 
again of “ the gods sitting steadfast on their 
thrones” all the while, — what a Fiat I/ux is 
there, into the deeps of a philosophy, which the 
vidgar has not, which liardly three men living 
havBy yet dreamt of! Wt^ll done^ I say; and so 
let that matter rest. 

I am still twelve months or so from the end of 

t 

my Task; very uncertain often whether I. can, 
even at this snail’s pace, hold out so long. In my 
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life I was never worn nearly so low, and seem 
to get weaker monthly. Courage! lf«l do get 
through, you shall hear of me again. 

Yours forever, 

T. Carlyle. 


. CL. 

EMERSON TO CARLYI.E. 

CoNCOUD, IC April, 1861. 

My dear Carlyle, —.... 1 have to thank 
you for tlie cordial note which brought me joy, 
many weeks ago. It was noble and welcome in all 
but its boding account of yourself and your task. 
But I have had experience of your labors, and these 
deplorafibns I have long since learned to distrust. 
We have settled it in America, as I doubt hot it 
is settled in England, that Frederick is a history 
which a beneficent Providence is not very likely to 
interrupt. And may every kind and .tender influ¬ 
ence near you and over you keep the best head in 
England from all harm. 

Affectionately, 

11. W. Emerson, 
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• CLI. 

, EMERSON TO CARLYLE.! 

Concord, 8 December, 1862. 

* 

My dear Friend, — Lonj? ago, as soon as swift 
steamers could bring the new book across the sea, 
1 received the third volume of Friedrich^ with your 
autograph inscription, and read it with joy. Not a 
word went to the beloved author, for I do not write 
or think. I would wait pcrhaj)8 for happier days, 
as our President Lincoln will not even emancipate 
slaves, until on the heels of a victory, or the sem¬ 
blance of such. But he waited in vain for his 
triumph, nor dare I in my heavy months expect 
bright days. The book was heartily grateful, and 
square to the author’s imperial scale. You have 
lighted the glooms, and engineered away the pits, 
whereof you poetically pleased yourself with com¬ 
plaining, in your sometime letter to me, clean oat 
of it, accoi'ding to the high Italian rule, and have 
lot sunshine and pure air enfold the scene. Firet, 
I read it honestly through for the history; then I 

1 Portions of this and of the following letter of Emenon havf) 
boon priitted by Mr. Alexander Ireland in bis ** Ralph Waldo 
arson : Recollections of his Visits to England/* tto, l/mdoii. 1882. 
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pause and speculate on the Muse tliat inspires, and 
the friend that reports it; Tis sovereignly written, 
above all literature, dictating to all mortals what 
they shall accept as fated and final for their salva¬ 
tion. It is Mankind's Bill of Rights and Duties, 
the royal proclamation of lutelloct ascending the 
throne, announcing its good pleasure, that, here¬ 
after, (z« heretofore, and now once for all, the World 
shall bo governed by Common Sense and law of 
Morals, or siiall go to ruin. 

But tlie manner of it!—tho author sitting as 
Demiurgus, trotting out his manikins, coaxing and 
bantering them, amused with their good performance, 
patting them on the back, and rating tlio naughty 
dolls when they misbehave; and communicating his 
mind ever iii measure, just as mucli as the young 
public can understand; hinting the future, when it 
would be useful; recalling now and then illustrative 
antecedents of the actor, impressing the reader that 
he is in possession of the entire history centrally 
seen, that his investigation has been exhaustive, 
and that he descends too on tho petty plot of Prus¬ 
sia' from higher and cosmical surveys. Better I 
like the sound sense and the absolute independence 
(If the tone, which may*put kings Ih fear. And, as 
the readei* shares, according to his intelligence, the 
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haughty em'p d*ceil of this genius, and shares it 
with delight, 1 recommend to all governors, Eng¬ 
lish, French, Austrian, and other, to double their 
guards, and look carefully to the censorship of the 
press. 1 find, as ever in your books, that one man 
has deserved well of mankind for restoring the 
Scholar's profession to its highest use and dignity.^ 
1 find also that you arc very wilful, and have made 
a covenant with your eyes that they shall not see 
anything you do not wish they sliould. But I was 
Jieartily glad to read somewhere that your book 
was nearly finished in the manuscript, for I could 
wish you to sit and taste yoUr fame, if that were 
not contrary to law of Olympus. My jpints ache to 
think of your rugged labor. Now that ydu have 
conquered to yourself such a huge kingdom^ among 
men, can you not give , yourself breath, and chat a 
little, an Emeritus in the eternal university, and 
write a gossiping letter to an old American friend 
or so? Alas, 1 own that I have no right to say 
this last,—I who write ncycr. 

Hero we read no books. The war is our sole 

1 Ab long before as* 18.43 Erurrsoti wrote in his Diary: ** Carlyle 
in his new book " (Piut and Frmtd), *** as everywhere, ia a continuer 
of the great line of Rojiolars in tlie world, ef Horace, Vairo, Hiny,^* 
Erasmus, Scaliger, Milton, and well sostadns their office in ami^e 
credit and honor." 
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and doleful instructor. All our bright young men 
go into it, to be misused oud sacrificed hitherto by 
incapable leaders. One lesson they all learn,—to 
hate slavery, teterrima causa. But the issue does 
«not yet appear. We must get ourselves morally 
right. Nobody can help us. ’Tis of no account 

what England or France may do. Unless backed 

« 

by our profligate parties, their action would be 

nugatory, and, if so backed, the worst. But even 

the war is better than the degrading and descend- 

« 

ing jwlitics that preceded it for decades of years, 
and our legislation has made great strides, and if 
we can stave off that fury of trade which rushes 
to peace at the cost of replacing the South in tlie 
9tatu8 ante bdlum^ we can, with something more of 
courage, leave tlie problem to another score of 
years, —free labor to fight with the Beast, and 
see if bales and barrels and baskets cannot find 
out that they pass more commodiously and surely 
to their ports through free hands, than through 
barbarians. 

p 

I grieved that the good Clough, the generous, 
susceptible scholar, should die. I read over his 
Bothie again, full of the wine of youth at Oxford. 
I delight in Matthew Arnold’s fine Criticism in two 
little books. Give affectionate remembrances from 
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me to Jane Carlyle, whom-^—’s happinesB 

and accurate reporting I'estored to me in brightest 
image. 

Always faithfully yours, 

R. W. Emerson. 


CLIL 

CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

Chelaka, B March} 1864. 

Dear Emerson, — Tliis will be delivered to you 
by the Hon. Lyulf Stanley, an excellent, intelligent 
young gentleman whom I have known ever since 
his infancy, — his father and mother being among 

my very oldest friends in London; Lord and 

1 

Lady Stanley of Aldcrley ” (not of Knoweslcy, but 
a cadet branch of it), whom perhaps you did not 
meet while here. 

. My young Friend is coming to look with his own 
eyes at your huge and hugely travailing Country; 
— and I think will agree with you, better than ho 
does with me, in regard to that latest phenomenon. 
At all events, he regards Emerson” as intelH- 
gent Englishmen all do; and you wiil^please me 
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mach by giving him your |riendliost; reception and 
furtherance, — which I can certify that he deserves 
for his own sake, not counting mine at all. 

Probably he may deliver you the Vol. IV. of 
^Frederic ; he will tell you our news (part of which, 
what regards my poor Wife, is very bad, though 
God be thanked not yet the worst); — and, in 
some six months, ho may bring .me back some 
human tidings from Concord, a place which always 
inhabits my memory, — though it is so dumb 
latterly I 

Yours ever, 

T. Carlyle. 


CLIII. 

EMERSON TO CARLYLE. 

Concord, 26 Septemlicr, 1864. 

Dear Carlyle, — Your friend*, young Stanley, 
biDught me your letter now too many days ago. 
It .contained heavy news of your household, — yet 
such as in these our autumnal days we must await 
bith what firmness wc can. I hear with pam that 
your Wife^ whom I have only seen beaming good- 
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ness and intelligence, lias suffered and suffers so 
severely. I recall my first visit to your house, 

4 

when I pronounced you wise and fortunate in rela¬ 
tions wherein liest men are often neither wise nor 
fortunate. I had already heard rumors of her 
serious illness. Send me word, I pray you, that 
there is better health and liope. For the rest, the 
Colonna motto would fit your letter, “ Though sad, 
I am strong.” 

I had received in July, forwarded by Stanley, on 
his flight through Boston, the fourth ♦Volume of 
Friedrich, and it was my best reading in the sum¬ 
mer, and for weeks my only reading. One fact 
was pararuount in all the good I drew from it, that 
whomsoever many years had used and worn, they 
had not yet broken any fibre of your force: — a 
pure joy to me, who abhor the inroads which time 
makes on me and on my friends. To live too long 
is tlie capital misfortune, and I sometimes think, 
if we shall not parry it by better ait of living, we 
shall learn to include in our m<«rals some bolder 
control of the facts. T read once, that Jacobi de¬ 
clared that he had some thoughts which—if he 
should entertain them—would put him to death: 
and perhaps we have weapons in our intellectual 
armory that are to save us from disgrace and im* 
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pertinent relation to the world wo lire in. But 
this book will excuse you from any unseemly baste 
to make up your accounts, nay, holds you to fulfil 
yoitr career with all amplitude and calmness. I 
foxmd joy and pride in it, and discerned a golden 
chain of continuity not often seen in the works of 
men, apprising mo that one good head and great 
heart i*emained in England, immovable,— superior 
to his own eccentricities and perversities, — nay, 
wearing these, I can well believe, as a jaunty coat 
or red cockade to defy or mislead idlers, for the 
better securing his own peace, and the very ends 
which the idlers fancy he resists. England's lease 
of power is good during his days. 

i have in these last years lamented that you had 
not made the visit to America, which in earlier 
years you projected or favored. It would have 
made it impossible that your name should be cited 
for one moment on the side of the enemies of man¬ 
kind. Ten days’ residence in this country would 
have made you the organ of the sanity of England 
and of Europe to us and to them, and have shown 
you the necessities and aspirations which struggle 
up ill our Free States, which, as yet, have no organ 
to others, and are ill and unsteadily articulated 
here. In ^ur to-day’s division of Republican and 



286 Emerson to (hrJ^U. 

Democrat,«it is certain that the American nation¬ 
ality lies in the Republican party (mixed and mul¬ 
tiform though that party be) ; and I hold it not less 
certain, that, viewing all the nationalities of the 
world,, the battle for Humanity is, at this hour, in 
America. A few days here would show you the 
disgusting composition of the Party which within 
the Union resists the national action. Take from 
it the wild Irish element, imported in the last 
twenty-five years into this country, and led by 
Romish Priests, who sympathize, of course, with 
despotism, and you would bereave it of all its 
numerical strength. A man intelligent and vir¬ 
tuous is not to be found on that side. Ah! how 
gladly I wmdd enlist you, with your thunderbolt, 
on our part! How gladly enlist the wise, thought¬ 
ful, efficient pens and voices of England! We want 
England and Europe Ao hold our people stanch to 
their best tendency. Arc Englisli of this day in¬ 
capable of a great sentiment ? Can they not leave. 
cavilling at petty failures, and bad miumers, and at 
the dunce part (always the largest part in human 
affairs), and leap to the suggestions and finger- 
pointings of the gods, which, above the under¬ 
standing, feed the hopes and guide the wills ot 
men ? This w'ar has been conducted over the 
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beads of all l^e actors In it; and the foolish tei> 
rors, “ What shall we do with the negro ? ’’ “ The 
entire black population is coming North to be 
fed ” &c., have strangely ended in the fact that the 
black refuses to leave his climate; gets his living 
and the living of his employers there, as he has 
always done; is the natural ally and soldier of the 
Republic, in that climate; now takes the place of 
two hundred thousand white soldiers; and will be, 
as the conquest of the country proceeds, its garri¬ 
son, till peace, without slavcryj returns. Slave¬ 
holders in London have filled English oars with 
their wishes and perhaps beliefs; and our people, 
generals, and politicians have carried the like, at 
first, to the war, until corrected by irresistible ex¬ 
perience. I shall always respect War hereafter. 
The cost of life, the dreary havoc of comfort and. 
time, are overpaid by the Vistas it opens of Eter¬ 
nal Life, Eternal Law, reconstructing and uplifting 
Society, — breaks up the old horizon, and we sec 
through the rifts a wider. The dismal Malthus, 
the dismal DeBow, have had their night. 

Our Census of 1860, and the War, arc Poems, 
which will, in the next age, inspire a genius like 
J^ur own. I hate to write you a newspaper, but, 
in these tiipes, ’t is wonderful what sublime lessons 
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I have once and again read on the ^oUetin-boavda 
ill the streets. Everybody has* been wrong in his 
guess, except good women, who never despair of 
an Ideal right. 

1 thank you for sending to me so gracious a gen* 
tleman as Mr. Stanley, who interested us in every 
manner, by his elegance, his accurate information 
of that we wished to know, and his surprising ac¬ 
quaintance with the camp and military politics on 
our frontier. I regretted that I could see him so 
little. Ifc lias used his time to the best purpose, 
and I should gladly have learned all his adventures 
from so competent a witness. Forgive this long 
writing, and keep the old kindness which I prize 
above Hords. My kindest salutations to the dear 
invalid! 

R. W. Emerson. 


CLIV. 

CAIILYLV TO EMERSON. 

CUMMERTREES, AnNAN, SCOTLAND, 
14 June, 1865. 

Dear Emerson, — Though my hand is shaking 
(as you sadly notice) 1 determine to write you a lit- 
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1^6 Note to<4a|^. Wliat a severance th^e lias*beon 
tiiese many sad years past! — In the. first days of 
February I ended my weary Book; a totally worn- 
out man, got to shore again after far the ugliest sea 
he had ever swam in. In April or the end of 
March, when the hook w«as puhlishdd, I duly handed 
out a Copy for Concord and you ; it was to be sent 
by mail; but, as my Publisher (a new Chapman, 
very unlike the old} discloses to mo lately an in¬ 
credible negligence on such points, it is quite possi¬ 
ble the dog may not^ for a long while, have put it 
in the Post-Office (though he faithfully charged mo 
the postage of it, and was paid), and that the 
poor waif may never yet have reached you! Pa- 
tiem e: it will come soon enough,— thcrefcro two 
thick volumes, and they will stand you a great deal 
of reading; stiff rather than “ light.” 

Since February last, I have been sauntering 
about in Devonshire, in Chelsea, hither, thither; 
idle as a dry bone, in fact, a creature sinking into 
deeper and deeper collapse^ after twelve years of 
such mulish pulling and pushing; creature now 
good fpr nothing seemingly, and much indifferent 
to being so in permanence, if that be the arrange* 
latent come upon by the Powers that made us. 
Some three or four weeks ago, I came rolling down 

19 


VOL. .IL 
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hither, into this old nook of my Bi^land, to 8^ 
poor old Anuandale again with eyes, and the poor 
remnants of kindred and loved ones still left nie 
there; I was not at first very lucky (lost sleep, &c.); 
hut am now doing better, pretty much got adjusted 
to my new element, new to mo since about six 
years past,—’the longest absence I ever had from 
it before. My Work was getting desperate at that 
time; an<l 1 silently said to myself, ‘‘ We won’t 
return till it is donjo, or you are deme, my man! ” 
This is my eldest living sister’s house ; one of the 
most rustic Farmhouses in the world, but abound¬ 
ing in all that is needful to me, especially in the 
truest, #27c7tt?^-active affection, the humble gener¬ 
osity of^liicli is itself medicine and balm. The 
place is airy, on dry waving knolls cheerfully (with 
such water as 1 never drank elsewhere, except at 
Malvern) all round me are the Mountains, Cheviot 
and Galloway (three to fifteen miles off), Cumber¬ 
land and Yorkshire (say forty and fifty, with thi^ 
Solway brine and sands interve?:!ng). I live in to¬ 
tal solitude, sauntering moodily in thin checkered 
woods, galloping abj^ut, once daily, by old lanes and 
roads, oftonest latterly on the wide expanses of Sol¬ 
way shore (when the tide is out!) where I see brighti 
busy Cottages far off, houses* over even jja Cumber- 
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land, and th<g|)eautifulest amphitheatro of eternal 
Hills,—but.m^t no liring creature; and have end- 
less tliouglits as loving and as sad and sombre as I 
like. My youngest Brothei (whom on the whole 
I like best, a rustic man, the express image of my 
Father in his ways of living and thinking) is within 
ten miles of mo; Brother John “the Doctor” has 
come down to Dumfries to a sister (twelve miles 
off), and runs over to me by rail now and then in 
few minutes. I have Books; but can hardly be 
troubled with them. • Pitiful temporary babble and 
balderdash, in comparison to what the Silences can 
say to one. Enough of all that: you perceive me 
sufficiently at this point of my Pilgrimage, ns with- 
d>’a^vll to Hades for the time being; intinding a 
month’s walk there, till the muddy semi-solutions 
settle into .sediment according to what laws they 
have, and there be perhaps a partial restoration of 
clearness. I have to go deeper into Scotland by and 
y, perhaps to try sailing^ which generally agrees 
with me; but till the end of September I hop<5 
there will be no London farther. My poor Wife, 
who is again poorly since I left (and has had fright- 

A 

ful sufferings, last year especially) will probably 

jpin me in this region before 1 leave it.-And 

see here. This'is autlienticallv the way wc htnire in 
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the eye of Ihc Sun; and something j|j^e what your 
spectacles, could they roach across the Ocean into 
these nooks, would teach you of us. There are 
three Photographs which I reckon fairly Wu / theio 
are properly what I had to send you to-day,—little 
thinking that so much surplusage would accumu¬ 
late about them; to which I now at once put an 
end. Your friend Con wav who is a boundless ad- 
mirer of yours, used to come our way regularly 
now' and then; and w'e ahvays liked him wcdl., A 
man of most gentlemanly, ingenious ways; turn of 
thought always loyal and manly, though tending 
to be rather winged than solidly ambulatory. lie 
talked of coming to Scotland too; but it seems 
uncertain whether we shall meet, is clearly 
rather a favorite among the London people, — and 
tries to explain America to them; 1 know not 
if w'ith any success.-As for me, I have en¬ 

tirely lost count and reckoning of your enormous 
elomeu#, and its enormous affair;^ and procedu 
for some time past; and can only wish (wliich 
no man more heartil)' docs) that all may issue in 

as blessed a way as jou hope. Fat- (if you 

know - and his fat commonplace at all) 

amused me much by a thing he had heard of yoorilt 

> Mr. Moncuro D. Conway. 
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in some leci^iilll a year or two 1 ^. The Amen* 
can Eagle is a mighty bird; but what is lie to 
the American Peacock/’ At which all the audi¬ 
ence had exploded into laughter. Very good.- 

Adieu, old Friend. 

Yours ever, 

T. Cablylb. 


CLV. 

EMERSON TO CARLYLE. 

Concord, 7 January, 1866. 

Pear Carlyle, — Is it too late to send a letter 
to your door claim an old right to entet, and to 
scatter all your convictions that I had passed under 
the earth ?. You had not to learn what a sluggish 
pen mine is. Of course, the sluggishness grows on 
me, and even such a trumpet at my gate as a letter 
prom you heralding-in noble books, whilst ft gives 
me joy, cannot heal the paralysis. Yet your letter 
deeply interested me, with the account of your rest* 
so well earned. You had fought your great battle, 
'and might roll In the grass, or ride your pony, or 
^out to the Cumberland or Scotland echoes, with 
largest leave of men and gods. My lethargies have 
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not dulled my delight in good boolo# I read th]^ 
ill the bright days of our new peace, which added 
a lustre to every genial work. Now first we had a 
right to road, for tlie very bookworms were driven 
out of doors whilst the war lasted. 1 found in the 
book no trace of age, which your letter so impres¬ 
sively claimed. In the book, tlic hand does not 
shako, the mind is ubiquitous, Tlie treatment 
is so spontaneous, self-respecting, defiant, — lib|r- 
ties with your hero as if he were your client, 
or your son, and you were proud of him, and 
yet can check and chide him, ajid even ^ut 
him in the corner when he is not a good boy,— 
freedoms with kings, and reputations, and nations, 
yes, and with principles too, — that each reader, 
I suppose, feels complimented by the confidences 
with which he is honored by this free-tongued, 
masterful Hermes.—Who knows what the Aaifim 
will say next ? This humor of telling the story in 
a gale,—baiitcring, scoffing, at the hero, at thiiii 
enemy, at the learned reporters,—is a. perpetual 
flattery to the admiring student, — the author abus- 
ing the whole w*>iid as mad dunces, — all but you 

and I, reader! Ellery Channing borrowed my Vol-? ‘ 

* 

umes V. and VI., worked slowly through them, 
midway came me for Volumes I., IIL, IV«, 
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which he hadjong already read, and at last returned 
all with this word, "If you write to Mr. Carlyle, 
you may say to him, that I have rea^ tlicse books, 
and they have made it impossible for me to read 
any other books but his.’’. 

’T is a good proof of their penetrative force, the 
inhucnco on the new Stirling, who writes “The 
Secret of Hegel.” He is quite as much a student 

Carlyle to learn treatment, as of Hegel for his 
matter, and plays the same game on his essence- 
dividing German, which he has learned of you on 
Friedrich. I have read a good deal in tliis book of 
Stirling's, and have not done with it. 

One or two errata I noticed in the last volumes 
of Friedrichy though the books are now lent, and I 
cannot indicate the images. Fort Pulaski, which is 
near Savannah, is set down as near Charleston. 
Chwleston, South Carolina, your printer has twice 
called Charlestown, which is the name of the town 
in Massachusetts in which Bunker Hill stands. — 
Bancroft told me that the letters of Montcalm 
are spurious. We always write and say Ticon- 
deroga. 

I am sorry that Jonathan looks so unamiable 
•seen from your island. Yet I have too much re¬ 
spect fo» tlie writing profession to complain of it. 
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It is a necessity of rhetoric that there should be 
shades, and, I suppose, geography and goTemment 
always detcri^liio, even for the greatest wits, where 
they shall lay their shadows. But I have always 
the belief that a trip across the sea would hare 
abated your despair of us. The world is laid out 
here in large lots, and the swing of natural laws is 
shared by the population, as it is not — or not as 
much—in your feudal Europe. My countrymen do 
not content me, but they arc susceptible of inspira¬ 
tions. In the war it was humanity that showed 
itself to advantage,—the leaders were prompted 
and corrected by the intuitions of the people, they 
still demanding the more generous and decisive 
measure, and giving their sons and their estates 
as we had no example before. In this heat, they 
had sharper perceptions of policy, of the ways and 
means and the life of nations, and oji every side 
we read or heard fate-words; in private letters, in 
railway cars, or in the journals. We were proud* 
of the people and believed they 'vould not go down 
from this height. But Peace came, and every one 
ran back into his v^hup again, and can hardly be 
won to patriotism more, even to the point of chas- 
ing away the thieves that are stealing not only thOo* 
public gold, but the newly won rights oi Jhe slave, 



EmerBon to Oarfyte. 297 

and new muzzles wo had contrived to keep the 

planter from sucking his blood. 

Very welcome to me were the photographs, — 

your own, and Jane Carlyle’s. Ilers, now seen hero 

for the hrst time, was closely scanned, and con- 

# 

firmed the better accounts that had come of ^her 
improved health. Your earlier tidings of her had 
not been encouraging. 1 recognized still erect the 
wise, friendly presence first seen at Craigeiipiittock. 
Of your own — the hatted head is good, but more 
can be road in the head leaning on the liaud, and 
the one in a cloak. 

At the end of much writing, I have little to tell 
you of myself. 1 am a bad subject for autobiog** 
raphy. As I adjourn letters, so I adjourn my best 
tasks.My wife joins me in very kind re¬ 

gards to Mrs. Carlyle. Use your old magnanimity 
to me, and punish my stony ingratitudes by new 
letters from time to time. Ever affectionately and 
gratefully yours, 


R. W. Emerson. 
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CL VI. 


EMEKSON TO CARLYLE. 

Concord, 16 May, 1866, 

My deau Carlyle, — I have just been shown a 
private letter from Moneurc Conway to one of hia 
friend# here, some tidings of your sad re¬ 

turn to an empty home. We had the first news 
la.st week. And so it is. The stroke long threat- 
ciicd has falh'ii at la.st, in the mildest form to its 
victim, and relieved to you by long autU repeated 
reprieves. 1 must think her fortunate also in tliis 
gentle departure, iis she had been in her serene and 
honored career. Wc would not for ourselves count 
covetously the descending steps after wo have 
passed the top of the mount, or grudge to spare 
some of the days of decay. And you will have the 
peace of knowing her safe, and no longer a victim. 
1 have fofiiid myself recalling an old verse which 
one utters to Iho parting soul,— 

■% 

** For tliou bant paitscd all t'bange of human life, 

And not again to th">' beauty die.*' 

* 

It is thirty-three years in July, I believe, since 

• ^ 

I first saw her, and her conversation and faultless 
Honors gave assurance ^ a good and happy fature. 
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As I have not witnessed any decline, I can hardly* 
believe In any, and still recall vividly the youthful 
wife, and her blithe account of her letters and 
homages from Goethe, and the details she gave of 
her intended visit to Weimar, and its disappoint¬ 
ment. Her goodness to me and to my friends was 
ever perfect, and all Americans have agreed in her 
praise. Elizabeth Hoar remembers her witiicntirc 
sympathy and regard. 

1 could heartily wish to sec you for an hour in 
these lonely days. Your Mends, I know, will ap¬ 
proach yt)u as tenderly as friends can; and 1 can 
believe that labor — all wlniso precious secrets you 
know — will prove a consoler, — though it cannot 
finite avail, for she Wcas the rest that rewarded 
labor. It is good that you are strong, and built 
for enduran^'c. Nor will you shun to consult the 
awful oracles which in these hours of tenderness 
are sometimes vouchsafed. If to any, to ypu. 

I rejoice that she stayed to enjoy the knowledge 

of your good day at Edinburgh, wliich is a leaf we 

would not spare from your book of life. It was a 
» 

right manly speech to be so made, and is a vouchor 
of unbroken strength, — and the surroundings, as 
f learn, 'were all the happiest, — with no hint of 
change* 
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■ I «*# you bear iu mind your own <ISoiisel8. 
Long years you mnst still achieve, and, 1 hope, nei« 
ther grief nor weariness will let you “ join the dim 
choir of the bards that hare boen,’^ until you have 
written the book I wish and wait for,-—the siu- 
cerest confessions of your best hours. 

My wife prays to be remembered to you with 
sympi||ihy affection. 

Ever yours faithfully, 

R. W. Emerson. 


» CLVII. 

CARLYLE TO EMERSON. "" 

Mbntone, France, Alfes AIaxutimbs, 
27 Januaiy, 1867. 

My dear Emerson, — It is a long time since I 
last wrote to you; and a long distance in space 
and in fortune, — from the shores of the Solway in 
summer 1865, to this niche of the Alps and Medir 
terrancan to-day, after what has befallen me ih the 
interim. A longer interval, I think, and surelj 
by far a sadder, than ever occurred between ua 
before, since we first met in the Scotch moors, 
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some ^ and thirty years ago. You t)aY<l9r|^tcii* 
me various Notes, too, and Lottors, all good and 
cheering to me, —almost the onij tnily human 
speech I have heard from anybody living; — and 
still my stony silence could not be broken ; not till 
now, though often looking forward to it, could I 
resolve on such a thing. Yoa will think me far 
gone, and much bankrupt in hope and he^t; — 
and indeed 1 am; as good as without hope and 
without fear; a gloomily serious, silent, and sad, 
old man ; gazing into the final chasm of things, in 

fc 

mute dialogue with ^Dcath, Judgment, and Eter¬ 
nity’! (dialogue mvWon both sides!), not caring 
to discourse with poor articulate-speaking fellow- 
creatures on their sorts of topics. It is right of mo; 
and yet also it is not right, I often feel that 1 had 
better be dead than thus indifferent, contemptuous, 
disgusted with the world and its roaring nonsense, 
which 1 have no tliouglit farther of lifting a finger 
to help, and only try to keep out of the why of, and 

I 

shut my door ^against. But the truth is, 1 was 
nearly killed by that hideous Book on Friedrich, — 
twelve years in continuous wrestle with the night¬ 
mares and the subterranean hydras;—nearly killed, 
iCud had often thought I should be altogcilicr, and 
must die leaving the monster not so much as fin- 
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1flli<^|Prhig is one truth, not so cviden#to any 
frici^ or onlooker as it is to myself: and then 
there is another, known to myself alone, as it wore; 
and of which 1 am best not to sj)cak to others, or 
to speak to them no farther. By the calamity of 
April last, 1 lost my little all in this world; and 
have no soul left who can make any corner of this 
world into a home for me any more. Brijijht, he¬ 
roic, tender, true and noble was that lost treasure 
.of ray heart, who faitlifully accompanied me in all 
the rocky ways and climbings; and I am forever 
poor without her. She w’as^Hatched from me in 
a moment, — as by a death ffom the gods. Very 

heautiful her death was; radiantly beautiful (to 

* 

those who understand it) had all her life been: 

quid plural I should be among the dullest and 

siupidest, if 1 were not among the saddest of all 

men. But not a word more on all this. 

All summer last, my one solaccmcnt in the fomi 

of w^ork was writing, and sorting of old documents 

% 

and rocollcclions ; summoning out rj^ain into clear¬ 
ness old scenes that had now closed on me without 
return. Sad, and in a sacred ; it was ftke a 
kind of worship; the only devout time I had bad 
for a great while past. These things I have batf 
or wholly the intention to bum out of tiie way be- 
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lore I iliyself die:—but such continues sti4Ns|||^n1/ 
my employment, — so many hours every forenoon; 
what I call the ‘‘ work ” of iny day; — to me, if to 
no other, it is useful; to reduce matters to writing 
means that you shall know them, see them iiT their 
origins and sequences, in their essential lineaments, 
considerably hotter than you ever Hid before. To , 
set about Vriting iny own JJfe would bo no less 
than borriblc to me; and shall of a oortainty 
never be done. The common impious vulgar of 
this earth, wdiat has it to do with my life or me ? 
Let dignified oblivion, silence, and the vacant azure 
of Eternity swallow for my share of it, that, 
verily, is Ibo handsomest, or one handsome way, of 
settling my poor account with the camille oi man¬ 
kind extant and to come. ‘‘Immortal glory,’’ is 
not that a beautiful thing, in the Hhakcs[K;arc Clubs 
and Literary Gazettes of our imjirovcd Epoch? — I 
did not leave London, except for fourteen days in 
August, to a fine and high old Lndy-lViend’s in 
Kent; where,Riding about the woods and by the 
searbeaches and chalk cliffs, in utter silence, 1 felt 
sadder than ever, though a little less miscrahly so, 
than in the intrusive babblements of London, which 
l*/ 30 uld not quite lock out of doors. Wo read, at 
first, Tenn|F6on’s IdyU^ with profound recognition 
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of finely elaborated execution, and als^ of the 
inward perfection of po^anc^,.— and, to say truth, 
with considcrablo impaticiico at being treated so 
very like infants, though tho lollipops were so 
suporiativo. We gladly changed for one Emerson’s 
Engluh Traits: and read that, witli increasing and 
^ ever ijicreasing*salisfactit)n every evening; blessing 
Heaven that tiiero were still Books fol grown-up 
people too! That truly is a Book all full of thoughts 
like winged arrows (tlianks to the Bowycr from us 
both): — niy Lady-friend’s name is Miss Davenport 
Bromley; itwojs at Wooton, in her Grandfather’s 
House, ill Stafford shire, that Bousscau took shelter 
in 1700; and one hundred and six years later she 
was reading Emerson to me with a recognition that 
would have pleased the man, had he soon it. 

About that same time my health and humors 
being evidently so, the Dowager Lady Ashburton 
{not the high Lady you saw, but a Successor of 
Mackeiizic-llighland type), who wanders mostly 
about the Continent since her wido|^hood, for the 
sake of a child’s health, began pressing and in¬ 
viting me to s{)end t he blade months of Winter 
here in her Villa with her; — all friends warmly 
seconding and urging; by one of whom 1 was eA 
last snatched off, as if by the hair of the head, (in 



305 


CwrtyU io JBincr9^. 

Bpite of my Tiolent No, no!) on the eve of ^|piBt- 
mas last, and have boon here ever since, — really 
with improved omens. The place is beautiful as 
a very picturey*^ the climate superlative (^to-day a 
sun and sky like very Juno); the hospitality of 
usage beyond example. It is likely I shall be hero 
another six weeks, or longer. If you please to 
write me/the address is on the margin; and 1 
will answer. Adieu. 

T. CARLtLE. 


CLVIIL 

CAHLYLE TO EMERSON. 

• 6 CiiEYNE Row, Chelsea, 

, 18 November, 1869. 

Dear Emerson, —It is near three years since I 
last wrote to you; from Mentone, under the Ligu¬ 
rian Olive Orange trees, and their sombre for¬ 
eign shadows, and still more sombre suggestiiigs 
and promptings; the saddest, probably, of all liv¬ 
ing men. That you made no answer 1 know right 
^11 means only, “ Alas, what can I say to him of 
consolatoiylthat he does not himself know!” Far 

VOL. 11. ^20 
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froixiita fault, or perhaps even a mistake on your 
part; — nor have I felt it otherwise. Sure enough, 
among thh lights that have gone out for me, and 
are still going, one after one, under the inexorable 
Decree, in this now dnsky and lonely world, 1 count 

t 

with fre(]uent regret that our Corresjjondence (not 

by absolute hest of Fate) should have fallen e.x- 

« 

tinct, or into such abeyance: but I interpret it as 
you sec; and niy love and brotherhood to you re¬ 
main alive, and will while I myself do. Enough 
of this. By lucky chance, as you |Kjrceive, you 
arc again to get one written Letter from me, and 
I a reply from you, before the liiial Silence come. 
The case is this. 

For many years back, a thought, which I used to 
check again as fond and silly, has been occasionally 
present to me, — Of testifying my gratitude to New 
England (Now England, acting mainly thuough one 
of her Sons called Waldo Emerson), l»y hequeoihr 
ing to it my poor FaUtaff Regiment^ latterly tmo 
Falstnff Regiments of Rooks, those i purchased and 
used in writing Cromwell, and ditto those on Fried* 
rich the Cheat. “ This could be done,’* I often said 
to myself; “ this could perhaps; and this would be 
a real satisfaction to me. But who then would 
march through Coventry with such a set!” Hie 
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extreme insignificance of the Gift, this and notliing 
else, always gaTe me pause. 

Last Summer, I was lucky enough to meet with 
your friend C. E. Norton, and renew many old Mas¬ 
sachusetts recollections, in free talk with [him] 
....; to him I spoke of the affair; candidly de¬ 
scribing it, especially the above questionable fo(^ 
ture of it, so far as I could; and his answer, then, 
and more delilieratcly afterwards, was so hopeful, 
hearty, and decisive, that — in effect it has decided 
me; and I am this day writing to him tliat such is 
the poor fact, and that I need farther instructions on 
it so soon as you two have taken counsel together. 

To say more about the infinitesimally small value 
of the Books w’ould be superfluous: nay, in truth, 
many or most of them arc not without intrinsic 
value, one or two arc even excellent as Books; and 
all of them, it may perhaps be said, have a kind of 
nymholic or biographic value; and testify (a thing 
not useless) on what slender commissciriat stores 
considerable campaigns, twelve years long or so, 
may be carried on in this world. Perhaps you 
already knew of me, what the Cromwell and Friedr 
rich collection might itself intimate, that much 
of Books was never a habit of mine,—far 
the reverse, even to this day! 
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Well, my Friend, you will have a meeting with 
Norton so soon as handy; and let me know what 
is next to be done. And that, in your official ca¬ 
pacity, is all I have to say to you at present. 

Unofficially there were much,—nauch that is 
mournful, but perhaps also somctliing that is good 
and blessed, and tliough the saddest, also the high¬ 
est, the loviiigcst and best; a.s beseems Time’s sun¬ 
set, now coming nigh. At present I will say only 
tliat, in bodily health, 1 am not to be called ill, for 
a nuan who will be seventy-four next month ; nor, 
oil the spiritual side, has anything been laid upon 
mo that is quite beyond my strength. More miser¬ 
able 1 have often been; though as solitary, soft of 
heart, and sad, of course never. 

Publisher Chapman, when 1 question him whether 
you for certain get your Monthly Volume of what 
they call “ The Library Edition,” assures me that 
“ it is beyond doubt ” : — I confess I should still 
like to be letter assured. If all is rigid, you should, 
by the time this Letter arrives, be r.;ceiving or have 
received your thirteenth Volume, last of the M»ed- 
hniet* Adieu, my Friend 

Ever truly yours, 

T. Gabltle, • 
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CLIX. 

CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

« Chelsea, 4 «Tanuary, 1870. 

Dear Emerson, —A month ago or more I wrote, 
by the same post, to you and to Norton about ^oso 
Books for Harvard College; and in late days liave 
been expecting your joint answer. From Norton 
yesternight I receive what is here copied for your 
perusal; it has come round by Florence as you see, 
and given me real pleasure and instruction. From 
you, who are possibly also away from home, 1 have 
yet noUiing; but expect now soon to have a few 
words. There did arrive, one evening lately, your 
two pretty volumes of Collected TFbrfcs, a pleasant 
salntation from you — which set me upon reading 
again what I thought I knew well before; — but 
the Letter is still to come. 

Norton’s hints are such a comjdetc instruction to 
me that 1 sec my way straight through the business, 
and might, by Note of “ Bequest ” and memorandum 
for the Baripgs, finish it in half an hour: never¬ 
theless I will wait for your Letter, and punctually 
*do nothing till your directions too are before me. 
Pray write, therefore; all is lying ready here. 
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Since you heard last, I have got two CatalogueB 
made out, approximately correct; ono is to lie hero 
till the Bequest be executed; the other I thooglit 
of sending to you against the day? Tliis is my 
own invention in regard to the affair since I wrote 
last. Approve of it, and you shall have your copy 
by*Book-post at once. Approximately correct”; 
absolfutcly I cannot get it to be. But 1 need not 
doubt tlio Pious Purpose will be piously and even 
sacredly fulfilled ; — and your Catalogue will bo a 
kind of evidence that it is. Adieu, dear Emerson, 
till your Letter come. 

Yours ever, 

Thomas Carlyle. 


CLX. 

EMERSON TO CARLYLE. . 

Concord, 23 J;iiniary, 1870.^ 
My dear Carlyle, —’T is a sad apology that I 
have to offer for delays which no apology can re¬ 
trieve. I received your first letter with pure joy, 
but in the midst of extreme inefficiency. I had 
suddenly yielded to a proposition of Fields h Coi' 

^ Vhis letter is printed from an imperfect Tovgttdndt 
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to manufactore a book for a given day. The book 
was planned) and Iftoing on passably, when it was 
found better to divide the matter, and separate, 
and postpone the purely literary portion (criticism 
ehiedy), and therefore to modify and swell the 
elected part. The attempt proved more dilficult 
tlian I had believed, for 1 only write by spasins, 
and those e\cr more rare, — and dajmons^that 
have no ears. Meantime the publication day was 
announced, and the printer at the door. Then 
came your letter in tlie sliorUunng days. When I 
drudged to keep my word, invita Minerva, 

I could not WTito in my book, and I could not 
write a letter. To-im»rrow and many morrows 
made thmgs worse, lor wo ha\e indifferent licalth 
in the house, and, as it clianccd, unusual strain of 
affairs, — which alifva}s come \^hen they should 
not. Fo* one thing— t have ju.st sold a house 
which I once built opposite my own. But I will 
leave the bad month, whicli I liopc will not match 
itself in my lifetime. Only *t is pathetic -and re¬ 
morseful to me that any purpose oi } ours, especially 
a purpose so inspired, should find mo imbecile. 

Heartily 1 delight in your proposed disposition 
•of the books. It has every charm of siiiprise, and 
nobleness, and largo affection. The act will deeply 
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gratify a multitude of good men, who will see in it 
your real sympathy with the welfhre of the country, 
1 hate that tliero should be a moment of delay in 
the completing of your provisions, — and that I of 
all men should be the cause! Norton’s letter is per¬ 
fect on his^part, and Jieeds no addition, 1 believe, 
fru^pa me. You had not in your first letter named 
Camhrldyc^ and T had been meditating that he 
would probably have divided vour attention between 
Harvard and the Boston Public Library, — now the 
richest in the country, at first founded by the gifts 
of Joshua Bates (of London), and since enriched 
by the city and j)rivate donors, Theodore Parker 
among them. But after conversation with two or 
tliroe friends, 1 had decided that Harvard College 
was the right beneficiary, as being the mother 
real or adoptive of a great number of your lovers 
and readers in America,* and because a College 
is a scat of sentiment and cosmical relations. The 
Library is outgrown by other libraries in the Coun¬ 
try, counts only 119,000 bound volMmes in 1868; 
the several departments of Divinity, Law, Medi¬ 
cine, and Natural Scien^*e in the University having 
special libraries, that together add some 40,000 
more. The College is newly active (with its new < 
President Eliot, a cousin of Norton’s) and expan- 
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fiive in nil directions. And the Library will be re* 
lieved through sulfecriptions now being collected 
among the Alumni with tlie purpose of bo- 

caring to it an adequate fund for annual increase. 

I shall then write to Norton at once that 1 con¬ 
cur with him in the destination of thp books to 
' Harvard College, and approve entirely his advices 
in regal'd to details. And so soon ns you send me 
the Catalogue 1 shall, if you permit, commimicate 
your design to President Eliot and the Corporation. 

One thing I shall add to the Catalogue now or 
later (perhaps only by bequest), your own prized 
gift to me, in 1848, of Wood's Atherne Oxoiiiennei^ 
which I have lately, had rebound, and in which 
every jHin and pencil mark of yours is notable. 

The stately books of the New Edition have duly 
come from the imforgetting friend. I have Sartor^ 
Schulerrrench Revolution^ 3 vols., Mimellanie»^ 
Numbers 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, — ten volumes in all, excel¬ 
lently printed and dressed, and full of. memories 
and electricity. 

1 have much to say, but of things not opportune 
at this moment, and in spite of my long contumacy 
dare believe that I shall quickly write again my 
)»rDper letter to my friend, whose every word I 
watobfollja read and remember. 
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CLXI. 

CABLTLE TO EUES80N. 

MeLCHET CoUBT, ROMfiKTt 
14 February, 1870. 

Dear Emerson, — Three days ago I at last re¬ 
ceived your Letter; with very gieat pleasure and 
thankfulness, as you may suppose. Indeed, it is 
quite strangely interesting to see face to face my 
old Em(TBOii again, not a feature of him changed, 
whom I have known all the best part of my life. 

I am very glad, withal, to find that ^ou agree 
completely with Norton and myself in regard to 
that small Harvard matter. 

This is not Chelsea, as you perceive, this is a 
hospitable mansion in Hampshire; but I expect 
to be in Chelsea within about a week ; once there, 
I shall immediately despatch to you one of the 
throe Catalogues 1 have, with a more deliberate 
letter than 1 at present have the moans of writing 
or dictating. 


Yours ever truly, 

T. Cabltlb. /' 
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CLXn. ‘ 

CARLYLE TO EMeIsON. 

CuKLSEA, 24 February, 1870. 

Dear Emerson, — At length 1 have got homo 
from those sumptuous tumults (“ Melchct Court ’* 
is the Dowager Lady Aslftmrton’s Hopso, whoso 
late Husband, an estimable friend of mine, and 
half American^ you may remember hero) ; and 1 
devote to ending of our small Harvard Business, — 
small enough, but true and kindly, — the lirst quiet 
hour 1 ha:|e. 

Your Copy of the Catalogue, which accompanies 
by Book-Post of to-day, is the correctest I could 
manage to get done; all the Books mentioned in 
it I believe to be now here (and indeed, except 
five cMr six tin^ articles, have seen them all, in one 
or other of the tlirec ixioms where my Books now 
stand, and where I boliovc the insignificant trifle 
of “ tinies ” to be): all these I can expect will be 
punctually attended to when the time comes, and 
proceeded with according to Norton’s scheme and 

yours;—and if any more “tinies,” which I could 

• 

fiot even remember, should turn up (which 1 hardly 
tiiiuk thole will), these also will class themselves 
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(as Cromwelliana or Fredericana)^ and be faith¬ 
fully sent on with the others. For benefit of my 
Survivors and Beprescntatives here, I retain an 
exact Copy of the Catalogue now put into pour 
keeping; so that everything may fall out square 
between them and you when the Time shall arrive. 

1 mean to conform in every particular to the 
plan sketched out by Norton and you, — unless, in 
your next Letter, you have something other or far¬ 
ther to advise : —and so soon as 1 hear from you 
that Harvard accepts ray poor widow’s mite of a 
Bequcfsty I will proceed to put it down in due form, 
and HO finish this small matter, whic^ for long 
years lias hovered in my thoughts as a thing I 
should like to do. And so enough for this time. 

I meant to write a longish Letter, touching on 
many'other points,—though you sec I am reduced 
to pencil^ and “ write ” with such difficulty ^ever 
yet could learn to “ dictate,” though my little 
Niece hero is promptitude itself, and is so swift 
and legible, — useful here as a cheerful ruMipKt 
in this now sombre element, sombre, sad, but also 
beautiful and tendcily solemn more and more, in 
which she bears me company, good little “ Mary ”!). 
But, in bar of all such purposes, Publisher Ohap^ 
man has come in, wdth Cromwell EngrftHngs and 
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their hindrancoB, with money accounte, dec., d;c.; 
and has not even left me a moment of time^ woi’c 
nothing else needed! 

Vol. XIV. (^Cromweilj I.) ought to be at Concord 
about as soon as this. In our Newspapers I no¬ 
tice your Book announced, “half of the Essays 
new,” — which I hope to get qmm primum, and 
illuminate some evenings *wdth, — ao as nothing 
else can, in my present common mood. 

Adieu, dear old Friend. I am and remain yours 
always, 

T. Carlyle. 


CLXIII. 

EMERSON TO CARLYLE. 

* Concord, 21 March, 1870. 

Mr DEAR Carlyle, —On receiving your letter 
and catalogue 1 wrote out a little history of the 
benefaction and carried it last Tuesday to President 
ISiot at Cambridge, who was heartily gratified, and 
flaw everything rightly, and expressed an anxiety 
(most becoming in my eyes after my odious sl&rt- 

bomings) that there should be no moment of delay 

. * 

on our pMrt. “The Corporation would hot meet 
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again for a fortnight: — but ho would not wait,*-^ 
would call a special meeting thi% week to make the 
comn^inication to them/’ Ho did so: the meet¬ 
ing was held on Saturday and I have received this 
(Monday) morning from liim enclosed letter and 
record. 

It is very amiable and noble in you to have kept 
tliis surprise for us in your older days. Did yon 
mean to show us that you could not be old, but im¬ 
mortally young ? and having kept us all murmur¬ 
ing at your satires and sharp homilies, will now 
melt us with this manly and heart-warming em- 
l>race? Nobody could predict and none could 
better it. And you shall even go your own gait 
henceforward with a blessing from us all, and a 
trust exceptional and unique. I do not longer 
hesitate to talk to such good men as I see of this 
gilt, and it has in every ear a gladdening effect. 
Pt'oplc like to SCO character in a gift, and from 
rare character the gift is more precious, I wish it 
may bo twice blest in continuing b; give you the 
comfort it will give us. 

I think I must mend iryaelf by reclaiming my 
old riglit to send you letters. I doubt not I shall 
have much to tell you, could I overcome the hesita^ 
tion to attempt a reasonable fetter wlisii one is 
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driven to write so many sheets of mere routine 
as sixty-six (nearly sixty-seven) years enforce. I 
shall have to prato of my daughters; —* Edith 
Forbes, with her two children at Milton; Ellen 
Emerson at homo, herself a godsend to this house 
day by day; and my son Edward studying medi¬ 
cine in Boston, — whom I have ever meant and 
still mean to sopd that ho may see your face when 
that professional curriculum w'inds up. 

I manage to read a few hooks and look into 
more. Herman Grimm sent me lately a good one, 
Goctlie’s Unterhaltungen with Muller, —which set 
me on Varnhagen and others. My wife sends old 
regards, and lier joy in this occasion. 

Yours ever, 

R. W. Emerson. 

P. S. Mr. Eliot took my’ rough counting of 
Volumes as correct. When he sends me back the 
catalogue, i will make it exact.—1 sent you last 
week a little book by book-post. 
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CLXIV* 

CAEL^ TO EMERSON. 

5 CiiEYNK Row, Chelsea, 
24 March, 1870. 

■ Mv DEAR Emerson,—T he day before yesterday, I 
licard inci(ieritally of an unfortunate Mail Steamer, 
bound for America, wdiicb had lost its screw or 
some essential part of it; and so had, instca,d of 
carrying its Letters forward to America, been drift¬ 
ing about like a helpless log on tlic shores of Ire¬ 
land till some three days ago, when its Letters and 
Passengers wore taken out, and actually forwarded 
thitlicr. lly industrious calculation, it appears 
probable to ns hero that my Letter to you may 
have boon tumbling about in that helpless Steamer, 
instead of getting to Concord; where, if so, said 
Letter cannot now arrive till the lingering of it 
have created some astonishment there. 

I hastily write this, however, to ^ay that a Letter 
was duly forwarded a few days after yours [of 
January 23] arrived,— on dosing the Harvard Catr 
aloyue^ with all necessary et eeteras; indorsing all 
yx}ur proposals; and signifying that the matter* 
should be authentically completed the^instant I 
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shbold hear from jon again. 1 may add now that 
the thing t« essentially oomploted, — all signed and 
put on paper, or all but a word or two, which, 
for form’s sake, waits the ||ptual arrival of your 
Letter. 

I have never yet received your Book; ^ and, if it 
linger only a few days more, moan to provide my¬ 
self with a copy such as the Sampson and Low 
people have on sale everywhere. 

I had from Norton, the other day, a very kind 
and friendly Letter. 

This is all of essential that I had to say. 1 write 
in utmost haste. But am always, dear Emerson, 

Yours sincerely, 

T. Carlyle. 


CLXV. 

CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

CiiKLSEA, 6 April, 1870. 

Dear Emerson, — The day before yesterday your 
welcome Letter came to hand, with tlio welcome 
news in it; yesterday T put into my poor Docu- 
*9ient here the few words still needed; locked 
# 1 Society and Solitude." 
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everything into ita stiU repository (your Letter, 
President ElioPs, Norton’s, &c., &o.) ; and walked 
out into the sunshine, piously thankful that a poor 
little whim, which ^ long lain fondly in my 
heart, had realized itself with an emphasis 1 could 
never hope, and was become (thanks to generous 
cutlmsiasm on New England’s part) a beautiful lit¬ 
tle fact, lying done there, so far as 1 had to do with 
it. Truly your account of matters’ threw a glow of 
life into my thoughts which is very rare there now] 
altogether a gratifying little Transaction to me,— 
and I must add a surprising, for the enthusiasm of 
good-will is evidently great, and the occasion is 
almost infinitesimally small! Well, well; it is all 
finished off and completed, — (you can tell Mr. 
Plliot, with many thanks from me, that I did intro¬ 
duce the proper style, “ President and Fellows,” &c., 
and liavc forgotten nothing of what he said, or of 
what he dfid);—and so vro will say only, Fauttwn 
sit, as our last word 011 the subject; — and to me it 
will be, for some days yet, under tliese vernaliskieB, 
something that is itself connected with the Spbing 
in a still higher sense: a little white and red-lipped 
bit of Daisy pure and poos?, scattered into Time’s 
Secdfield, and struggling above ground there, utter¬ 
ing its bit of prophecy withal, among tb^ ox-hoofs 
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and big jungles that are eyerywhere about and not. 
prophetic of much! — 

One thing only I regret, that you have spoken of 
the affair I For God’s sake don’t; and those kindly 
people to %hom you have, — swear them to silence 
for love of me! The poor little Dawykin will get 
into the Newspapers, and bocoma the nastiest of 
Cabbages: — silence, silence, 1 beg of you to llio 
utmost stretch of your power! Or is the case 
already irremediable? 1 will hope not. Talk 
about such things, especially Penny Editor’s talk, 
is like vile coal-smoke filling your poor little world; 

silence alone is azure, knd has a «% to it. - 

But, enough now. 

The “ little Book ” never came; and, I doubt, 
never will: it is a fate that seems to await three 
fourths of the Books tliat attempt to roach mo by 
the American Post; owing to some informality in 
wrapping (1 have heard); — it never gave me any 
notable regret till now. However, 1 had already 
bought myself an English copy, rather gaudy lit¬ 
tle volume (probably intended for the railwayed as 
if it were a Book to be read there), but perfectly 
printed, ready to bo read anywhere by the open eye 
and earnest mind^—which I read here, accordingly, 
with great attention, clear assent for most part, 
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and admiring recognition. It seems to me you are 

k 

all your old self here, and something more, A 
calm insight, piercing to the very centre; a beau¬ 
tiful sympathy, a beautiful epic humor; a soul 
peaceably irrefragable in this loud-janglfng world, 
of which it sees the ugliness, but notioee only the 
huge new opulentee (still so anarchic) ; knows the 
electric telegraph, with all its vulgar botherations 
and importincncoa, accurately f«.)r what it is, and 

■r 

ditto ditto the oldest eternal Theologies of men. 
All this belongs to the Highest Class of thought 
(you may depend upon it); and again seemed to 
mo as, in several respects, the one perfectly Human 
Voice I had lioard among my fcllow-crcoturcs for a 
long time. And then tho^^ style,” the treatment and 
expression, — yes, it is inimitable, best — Emerso¬ 
nian throughout. Such brevity, simplicity, softness, 
homely grace; with such a jKjnetrating meaning, 
eoft enough, but irresistible, going down to the 
depths and up to the heights, as 9ilent etectrieUy 
goes. You have done very well; and many will 
know it ever better by degrees. — Unly one thing 
farther I wiU note: How you go as if altogether 
on the “Over-Soul,” tin: Meal, the Perfect or Uni¬ 
versal and Eternal in this life dt ours; and take 
so little hoed of the frightful quantities of Jrietwn 
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and perverse impediment there everywhere are; 

the reflections upon whic)i in my own poor life 

made me now and then very sad, as I read you. 

• 

Ah me, ah* me; what a vista it is, mournful, beauti¬ 
ful, unfathomahle as Eternity itself, these last fifty 
years of I'ime to me. — * 

Let me not forget to thank you for that fourth 
page of your Note ; I should say it was almost the 
most interesting of all. ‘News from yourself at first 
hand; a momentary glimpse into the actual House¬ 
hold at Concord, face to faee, os in years of old! 
True, I get vague news of you from time to time ; 
, but what are tliese in comparison ? — If you will^ 
at the eleventh hour, turn over a new leaf, and 
write me Letters again, — but 1 doubt you wont. 
And yet were it nut worth while, think you ? 

Nvf epxsrai — will be here anon. -My kindest 

regards to your wife. Adieu, my cver-kind Old 
Friend. 

Yours faitblully always, 

9 

T- riAnr.VT.R. 
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CLXVL 

EMBBSON TO CABLYLE. 

Concord, 17 Juno, 1870, 

.My dear Carlyle, — Two^ unanswered letters 
filled and fragrant and potent with goodness will 
not let mo procrastinate another minute, or I shall 
sink and deserve to sink into iny dormouse con¬ 
dition. You are of the Anakim, and know nothing 
of the debility and postponement of the blonde con¬ 
stitution. Well, if you shame us by your reservoir 
inexhaustible of force, you indemnify and cheer 
some of us, or one of us, by charges of electricity. 

Your letter of April came, as ever—moit) than 
ever, if jxissible — full of kindness, and making 
much of our small doings and writings, and seemed 
to drive me to instant acknowledgment; but the 
oppressive engagement of writing and reading ei^- 
tecn lectures on Philosophy to a class of graduates 
in the College, and these in six successive weeks, 
was a task a little more formidable in prospect and 
in practice than any foregoing one. Of course, it . 
made me a prisoner, took away all rights ol friend-" 

* One seems to be mining. 
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ship, honor, and justice, and held me to such 
frantic devotion to my work as must spoil ihal 
also. 

Well, it is now ended, and has no shining side 
but* this one, that materials are collected and a 
possibility sliown me how a repetition of the course 
next year — which is ^appointed — will enable mo 
partly out of those materials, and partly by largo 
rejection of those, and by largo addition to them, 
to construct a fair report of what I have road and 
. thought on the subject. I doubt the experts in 
Philosophy will not praise ray discourses but 
the topics give mo room for iny guesses, criticism, 
admirations and experiences witli the accepted 
masters, and also the lessons 1 liave learned from 
tlie hidden great. I have the fancy that a realist 
is a good corrector of formalism, no matter how 
incapable of syllogism or continuous linked state¬ 
ment. To great results of tiiought and morals the 
steps are not many, and it is not the, masters wlio 
spin the ostentatious continuity. 

I am glad to hear that the last sent book from 
me arrived safely. You were too tender and gen¬ 
erous in your first notice of it, I fear. But with 
• whaUWer deductions for your partiality, I know 
well tbtf unique value of Carlyle’s praise. 
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Manj things crowd to be said on this little paper. 
Though I could see no harm in the making known, 
the bequest of books to Cambridge,—no harm, but 
sincere pleasure, and honor of the donor from all 
good men, — yet on receipt of your letter touching 
that, I went back to President Eliot, and told him 
your opinion on newspai)ers. lie said it was noces-. 
sarily cominimicatcd to the seven persons compos¬ 
ing the Corporation, but otherwise he had been, 
very cautious, and it would not go into print. 

You arc sending me a book, and Chapman’s 
lloincr it is? Are you bound by your Arabian 
bounty to a largess whenever you think of your 
friend ? And you decry the book too. ’T is long 
since 1 read it, or in it, but the apotheosis of Homer, 
in the dedication to Prince Henry, “ Thousands of 
years attending,” &c., is one of my lasting iiispirar 
tions. The book has not arrived yet, as the letter 
always travels faster, but shall bo watched and 
received and announced. 

But since you arc all bounty and carC' for 
me, where are the new volumes of the Library 
Edition of Carlyle ? T received duly, as I wrote 
you in a former letter, nine Volumes, — Sartor; 
Hf€ SehiUer; five Vols. of WMoeUemiei; JSreneh < 
Bevolution; these books oddly addressed to my 
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Diune, but at Oineinnatiy Massacliusctta. Whether 
th^ went to Ohio, and came back to Boston, 1 
l^lcnow not. Two volumes came later, duplicates of 
two already received, and were returned at my re¬ 
quest by Fields & Co. with an explanation. But 
no following volume has come. 1 write all this 
because you said in one letter that Mr. Chapman 

V 

assured you that every mouth a book was do- 

i 

spatched to my address. 

But what do I read in our Boston Newspapers 
twice in the last three days ? That “ Thomas Car¬ 
lyle is coming to America,” and the tidings cor¬ 
dially greeted by the editors; though I had just 
received your letter silent to any such point. Make 
that story true, though it had never a verisimilitude 
since thirty odd years ago, and you shall make many 
souls happy and perhaps show you so many needs 
and opportunities for beneficent power that you 
cannot be allowed to grow old or withdraw. Was 
I not once promised a visit ? This houde entreats 
yon earnestly and lovingly to come iliid dwell in it. 
My wife and Ellen and Edward E. arc thciroughly 
acquainted with your greatness and your loveliness. 
And it is but ten days of healtliy sea to pass. So 
wishes l^artily and affectionately 

^ R. W. Emerson. 
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CLXVIL 


CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 


k 


5|^hf.yke Bow, Crelaea, 
28 September, 1870. 

^ Dear Emerson, — Your Letter, dated 15 June, 
never got to me till about ton ^lays ago; wlien my 
little Niece and 1 returned out of Scotland, and a 
long, rather empty Visit there! It had missed me 
here only by two or three days; and my highly 
^felicitous Selectress of Letters to be forwarded 
had left it carefully aside as undeserving that 
honor,—good faithful old Woman, one hopes she 
is greatly stronger on some sides than in this 
literary-selective one. Certainly no Letter was for¬ 
warded til at had the hundi'edth part of the right 
to bo so; certainly, of all the Letters that came to 
me, or were left waiting here, this was, in eompar- 
ison, the one which might not with propriety have 
been left to lie stranded forever, or to wander on 
the winds forever! — 

One of my first journeys was to Chapman, with > 
vehement rthvke of tliis inconceivable “ Cincinnati* 
Massachusetts ” business. Stupiditoi diupidiUttwd; 
I never in my life, not even in that Wpiu^tual 
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House, fell in with anything that equalled it. In¬ 
stant amendment was at once undertaken for, nay 
^t seems had been already in part performed: “Ten 
volumes, following the nine you already had, were 
despatched in Field dy[)o.’s box above two months 
ago,” so Chapman soTemnly said and asseverated 
to me; so that by this time you ought actually Uy 
have in hand nineteen volumes; and the twentietW 
(first of Friedrich)^ which came out ten days ago. 
Is to go in Field & Co.’s Box this week, and ought, 
not many days after tlie arrival of this Letter, to 
be in Boston waiting for you there. The Chap- 
marC% Mbmer (two volumes) had gone with that 
firet Field Packet; and would be handed to you 
along with the ten volumes which were overdue. 
All this was solemnly declared to mo as on Affi¬ 
davit; Chapman also took extract of the Massa¬ 
chusetts passage in your Letter, in order to pour 
it like ice-cold water on the head of his stupid old 
Chief-Clerk,*the instant the poor creature got back 
from his rustication : alas, 1 am by no means cer¬ 
tain that it will make a new man of him, nor, in 
fact, that the whole of this amendatory programme 
will get itself performed to equal satisfaction! But 
you must write to me at once if it is not so; and 
done It sh^l be in spite of human stupidity itself. 
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Note, withal, these things: Chapman sends no 
Books to America except through Field & Co.; he 
does not regularly scud a Box at the middle of the^ 
month; but ho does almost monthly send one 
Box ”; 80 that if your m^thly Volume do not 
start from London about the 15th, it is due by the 
very next Cliapmau-Ficld box; and if it at any time 
t,» H come, 1 beg of you very much to make instant 
complaint tlirough Field & Co., or what would be 
still more effectual, direct to myself. My malison 
on all Blockhcadisms and torpid stupidities and 
infidelities; of which this world is full! — 

Your Letter had been anxiously enougi waited 
for, a month before my departure ; but we will not 
mention the deday in presence of what you word 
engaged with then. Faustum sit; tliat truly was 
and will be a Work W’orth doing your best upon; 
and I, if alive, can promise you at least one reader 
that will do his best upon your Work. 1 myself 
often think of the Philosophies precisely in that 
manner. To say truth, tjiey do not otherwise rise 
in esteem* with me at all, but rather sink. The 
last thing I read of that kind was a piece by Hegel^ 
in an excellent Translation by Stirling, right well 
translated, 1 could see, for every bit of it was inteU 
ligible to me; but my feeling at the end of it was, 
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‘♦Good Heavens, I have walked this road before 
many a good time; but never with a Cannon-ball 
at each ankle before ! Science also, Science 

falsely so called, is- But I will not enter upon 

that witli you just now. 

The Visit to Amcrlpa, alas, alas, is pure Moon¬ 
shine. Never had I, in late years, tljc least shadow 
olf intention to undertake that adventure; and || 
am quite at a loss to understand liow the rumor 
originated. One Boston Gentleman (a kind of 
universal Undertaker, or Lion’s Provider of Lec¬ 
turers I think) informed me that “ the Cahh had 
told hinK and I had to remark, “And who the 
devil tola the Cable ?” Alas, no, 1 fear 1 shall 
never dare to undertake that big Voyage; which 
has so much of romance and of reality behind it to 
me ; zu spat, zu spat. I do sometimes talk dream¬ 
ily of a long Sea-Voyage, and the good the Sea 
has often done me, — in times when good was still 
possible. It may hkvc been some vague folly of 
that kind that originated this rumor; for rumors 
are like dandelion-seeds; and the Cable 1 dare say 
welcomes them all that have a ^inca in tlicir 
pocket. 

Thank you for blocking np that Harvard matter; 
provided it^donH go into the Newspapers, all is 
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right Thank you a thousand times for that 'tiuioe- 
kind potential welcome, and flinging wide open jour 
doors and your hearts to me at Concord. The gleam 
of it is like sunshine in a subterranean place. Ah 
me, Ah me! May God be with you all, dear 
Emerson. 

Yours ever, 

T. Cablyle. ^ 


CLXYIII. 

EMERSON TO CARLYLE. 

Concord, 15 Octofcr, 1870. 

My dear Carlyle, — 1 am the ignoblest of all 
men in my peri^tual short-comings to you. There 
is no c.^ample of constancy like yours, and it al¬ 
ways stings my stupor into temporary recovery and 
wonderful resolution to accept the noble challenge. 
But strong hours conquer us,” and I am Jthc 
victim of miscellany, — miscellany of designs, ikst 
debility, and procrastination. ^ 

Already many days before your letA^ came, 
Fields sent me a package from you, which he said 
ho had found a little late, because they were CQT- 
ered up in a box of printed sheets of othe^ ehaiim- 
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ter, and this treasure 'ivas not at first discovered. 
They are,— Life of Sterling; Latter Dag Pmi* 
phieU; Past and Preunt; Heroes ; 5 Vols. Crom- 
welVs Letters and Speeches, Unhappily, Vol. 11. 
of CromweU is wanting, and there is a duplicato 
of Vol. V. instead of it. Now, two days ago 
came your letter, and tells me that the g(»od old 
gods have also inspired you to send me Chap¬ 
man’s Homer! and that it came — Iioroes with 
heroes — in the same enchanted box. I went 
to Fields yesterday and demanded the book. Ho 
ignored all,—even to the books ho had already 
sent me; called Osgood to council, and they agreed 
that it'must be that all these came in a box of 
shoots of Dickens from Chapman, wliich was sent 
to the Stcrcotypers at Cambridge; and the box 
shall be iiistantly explored. Wo will sec wdiat to¬ 
morrow shall find. As to the duplicates, 1 will say 
here, that I have received two; first, the above- 

mentioned Vol. II." of Cromwell; and, second, long 
^ « 
before, a second copy of Sartor liesartm^ appar¬ 
ently instead of the Vol. I. of the French Reoolvr 
Ueuy Jbeh did not come. I proposed to Fields to 
send hack to Chapman these two duplicates. But 
Jtt said," No, it will cost as much as tlie price of 
thelbi^ks,” I shall try to find in Now York who 
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represents Chapman and sells these books, and put 
them to his credit there, in exchange for the vol¬ 
umes I lack. Meantime, my serious thanks for all 
these treasures go to you, — steadily good to my 
youth and iny age. 

Your letter was most welcome, and most in that 
I thought 1 road, in what you say of not making 
the long-promised visit hitlier, a little willingness 
to come. Think again, I ])ray you, of that Ocea^ 
Voyage, which is probably the best medicine and 
restorative which remains to us at your age and 
mine. Nine or ten days will bring you (and com¬ 
monly with unexpected comfort and casements on 
the way) to Boston. Every rending person in 
America holds you in exceptional regard, and 
will rejoice in your arrival. They have forgotten 
your scarlet sins before or during the war. I 
have long ceased to apologize for or explain your 
savage sayings about American or other republics 
or publics, and am willing that anointed men 
bearing with them authentic rbarters shall be 
laws to themselves as Plato willed. Genius is 
but a large infusion of Deity, and so bringPk pre¬ 
rogative all its own. It has a right and duty to 
affront and amaze men by carrying out its peiv 
ceptions defiantly, knowing well that timf and 
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iato will verily and explain what time and fate 
have Uirou^i them said. Wo must not suggest 
to Michel Angelo, or Machiavcl, or Rabelais, or 
Voltaire, or John Brown of Osawatomie (a gi'cat 
man), or Carlyle, how they shall suppress' their 
paradoxes and check their huge gait to keep ao* 
curate step with the procession on the street side¬ 
walk. They are privileged persons, and may have 
tfieir own swing for me. 

1 did not mean to chatter so much, but 1 wish 
you would come out hither and read our possibilities 
now being daily disclosed, and onr actualities which 
are not nothing. I shall like to show you my^ucar 
neighbors, topographically or practically. A near 
neiglilior and friend, E. Rockwood Hoar, whom you 
saw in his youth, is now an inestimable citizen in 
this State, and lately, in President Crant’s Cabinet, 
Attorney-General of the United States. lie lives 
in this town and carries it in his hand. Another 
is John M. Forbes, a strictly private •citizen, of 
great executive ability, and noblest affections, a 
diotiv^power and regulator essential to our City,— 
refusing all office, but impossible to spare ; and 
these are men whom to name the voice breaks and 
the eye is wet. A multitude of young men are 
growing up here of high promise, and 1 compare 

¥QL. II. 

i 
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gladly the social poverty of my youth with the 
power on which these draw. The Lowell race, 
again, in our War yielded three or foiir martyrs 
so able and tender and true, that James Bussell 
Lowell cannot allude to them in verse or prose 
but the public is melted anew. Well, all these 
know you well, have read and will read you,— 
yes, and will prize and use your benefaction to tlie 
College; and I believe it would add liope, health, 
and strength to you to come and see them. 

In my much writing I believe I have left the 
chief things unsaid. But come! I and my house 
wait for you. Affectionately, 

R. W. EsuatsoN. 


CLXIX. 

CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

5 Row, ChSLSBA, 

4 June, 1871. 

Dear Emerson, —Your Letter^ gave me great 
pleasure. A gleam of sunshine after a long tract 
of lowering weather. It is not you that are to 

1 Now miasing. 
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blame for this sad gap in our correspondence; it 
is I, or rather it is my misfortunes, and luiserablc 
inabilities, broken resolutions, etc., etc. The truth 
is, the winter here was very unfriendly to me; 
broke ruinously into my sleep; and through that 
into evejy other department of my businesst's, spi¬ 
ritual and temporal; so that from about New-Year's 
Day last I have been, in a manner, good for no¬ 
thing,—nor am yet, tliongh I do again feel as if 
the lieaiitiful Summer weatlier miglit pi^rhaps do 
something for me. This it was lliat eh(»ked every 
enterprise; and postponed your Ijetter, w(*ek after 
week, through so many months. I>et us not speak 
of it farther! 

Note, meanwhile, I have no disease alxMit me ; 
nothing but the gradual decay of any poor di¬ 
gestive faculty I latterly had, — or indeed <!ver 
had since 1 was three and lw(mty years of age. 
Let us be quiet with it; accej>t it qs a mode of 
exit, of which always there must Im; 8(/rrie mode. 

I have got done with all my press-correctings, 
editionings, and paltry bother of that kind: Vol. 
30 will eml>ark for you about the noddle of this 
month; there are then to follow (“ uniform,” as 
the printers call it, though in smaller type) a lit¬ 
tle volume called General Index^ and three more 
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volumes of Translations from the German; aft-er 
which we two will reckon and count; and if there 
is any lacuna on the Concord shelf, at once make 
it good. Enough, enough on that score- 

Tbe - wlio has got hold of you here is a 

dirty little pirate, who snatches at everyInxly grown 
fat enough to yield him a bite (paltry, unhanged 
creature); so that, in fact he is a symbol to you of 
your visible rise in the world here; and, with Con¬ 
way’s vigilance to help, will «lo you good and not 
evil. (Had am 1, in any cast?, to see so much new 
.’Spiritual produce still ripening around you; and 
you ought to be glad, too. Pray Heaven you may 
long tep your rif/ht hand steady: you, too, I can 
perceive, will nevt*r, any more than myself, learn to 
write by dictation in a manner that will be sup¬ 
portable to you. I rejoice, also, to liear of such a 
magnificent adventure as that you are now upon, 
(’limbing the backlKme of America; looking info 
the Pacific Ocean too, and the gigantic wonders 
going on there. I fear you '.on’t see Brigham 
Y'oung, however ? He also to me is one of the 
products out there: -and indeed I may confess to 
you that the doings in that region are not only of 
a big character, but of a great;—and that in my * 
occasional explosions against ‘‘Anarchy,” and my 
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inextinguiBhable hatred of %t^ 1 privately whisper 
to myself, " Could any Friedrich Wilhelm, now, or 
Friedrich, or most perfect Governor you could 
hope to realize, guide forward what is America’s 
essential task at present faster or more com{)lcte1y 
than ‘ anarchic America ’ herself is now doing 'i ’’ 
Such “ Anarchy ” has a great deal to say for it- 
self,— (would to Heaven ours of England hud as 
much!)— and points towards grand rtnAZ-Anurchies 
in the future; in fact, I can already discern in it 

4 

huge quantities of Anti-Anarchy in the “ impal¬ 
pable-powder” condition; and hoiKj, with the aid 
of centuries, immense tilings from it, in my [)rivatc 
mind! 

Good Mrs. - has never yet made her ap¬ 

pearance ; but shall be welcome whenever she 
does. 

Did you ever hear tlic name of an aged, or 
elderly, fantastic fellow-citizen of yours, called 

J. Lee Bliss, who designates himself 0. F. and A. 

K. , i. e. ** Old Fogey ” and “ Amiable Kuss ” ? He 
sent me, the other night, a wonderful miscellany 
of symbolical shreds and patches; which consid¬ 
erably amused me; and withal indicated good-will 

* on the man’s part; who is not without humor, in- 
sight, and serious intention or disposition. If you 
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ever did hear of him, say a word on the subject 
next time you write. 

And above all tilings write. The instant you 
got home from California, or see this, let me hear 
from you what your adventures have been and what 
ilie next are to be. Adieu, dear Emerson. 

Yours ever affectionately, 

T. Carlyle. ‘ 

Mrs. sends a note from Piccadilly this 
new morning (June 5th); call to be made there 
to-day by Niece Mary, card left, etc., etc. Promises 
to bo an agreeable Lady. 

Did you ever hear of such a thing as this suicidal 
Finis of the French “ Copper Captamey ”; gratui¬ 
tous Attack on Germany, and ditto Blowing-up of 
Paris by its own hand! An event with meanings 
unspeakable, — deep as the Ahyne. - 

Jf you ever write to C. Norton in Italy, send 
‘ him my kind remembrances. 

' '[*. C. 

> 

(with about the velocity of En¬ 
graving — on lead!) * 

> Thu poitscript is written in a tremnlons hand by Carbdtt 
hiinself. 
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CLXX. 

EMERSON TO CARLYLE. 

Concord^ SO June, 1871. 

My dear Carlyle, — ’T is more than time that 
you should hear from mo whose debts to you always 
accumulate. But my long journey to California 
ended in many distractions on my return home. 
1 found Varioloid in my house, .... and I was 
not permitted to enter it for many days, and 
could only talk with wife, son, and dauglitcr 

from Uie yard.I had crowded and closed my 

Cambridge lectures in haste, and went to the land 
of Flowers invited by John M. Forbes, one of iny 
most valued friends, father of my daughter Edith*s 
husband. With him and his family and one or 
two chosen guests, the trip was made under the 
best conditions of safety, comfort, and company, 
I measuring for the first time one c;itiro line of 
the Country. 

* Califomia surprises with a geography, climate, 
vegetation, beasts, birds, fishes even, unlike ours; 
the land immense; the Pacific sea; Steam brings 
, ^ near neighborhood of Asia; and South America 
your feet; the mountains reacliing the altitude of 
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Mont Blanc; the State in its six hundred miles (d 
latitude producing all«our Northern fruits, and also 
the iig, orange, and banana. But the climate chiefly 
surprised me. The Almanac said April; but the 
day said June; — and day after day for six weeks 
uninterrupted sunshine. November and December 
are the rainy months. The whole Country was 
covered with flowers, and all of tliein unknown to 
us except in greenhouses. Every bird that I know 
at home is represented here, but in gayer plumes. 

On tlie plains we saw multitudes of antelopes, 
hares, gophers, — even elks, and one jmir of wolves 
on the plains; the grizzly boar only in a cage. 
We crossed one region of the buffalo, but only saw 
one ca[)tivc. We found Indians at every railroad 
station, — the squaws and papooses begging, and 
tlip “ bucks,” as they wickedly call them, lounging. 
OA our way out, wc left the Pacific Railroad for 
twenty-four hours to visit Salt Lake; called on 
Brigham Young — just seventy years old—who 
received us with quiet unconunittiug courtesy, at 
first,— a strong-built, self-posse-sed, sufficient mail 
with plain maimers. He took early occasion# to 
remark that “the one-man-power really meant 
all-men’s-power.” Our interview was peaceable 
enough, and rather mended my impression of the 
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man; and, after <fvtT visit, 1 read in t!ie Deseret 
newspaper his Speech to his j^oplo on the previous^ 
Sunday. It avoided religion, but was fall of Frank- 
linian good sense. In one point, he says; “ Your 

I 

fear of the Indians is nonsense. The Indians like 
tlie white men’s food. Peed them well, and they 
will surely die.” Ho is clearly a sullicient ruler, 
and perhaps civilizer of his kingdom of blockheads 
ad interim; but I found that the San Franciscans 
believe that this exceptional power cannot survive 
Brigham. 

• • • k • • 

I have been surprised — but it is mouths ago — 
by a letter from Lacy Oarbett, the Architect, whom 
I do not know, but one of whose books, about 
“Design in Architecture,” I have always valued. 
This letter, asking of me that Americans shall join 
Englishmen in a Petition to Parliament against 
pulling down Ancient Saxon buildings, is written 
in a way so wild as to suggest insanity, and I have 
not known how to answer it. At my* “ Saturday 
Club” in Boston 1 sat at dinner by an English 
•—whose name I haveforp^jn,—from whom 
1 tried to leam what laws Parliament had passed 
for the repairs of old religious Foundations, that 
could make them the victims of covetous Archi- 
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tects. But he assured tm there were none such, 
and that he himself 'dits President of a Society^in 
his own County for the protection of such buildings. 
So that 1 am left entirely in ilic dark in regard to 
the fact and Oarbctt’s letter. He claims to speak 
tmth for Ruskin and himself. 

I grieve to hear no better account of your health 
than your last letter gives. The only contradiction 
of it, namely, the power of your pen in this repro¬ 
duction of thirty books, — and mrh books, — is 
very important and very consoling to me. A great 
work to be done is thcr best insurance, and 1 sleep 
quietly, notwithstanding these sad bulletins,— be¬ 
lieving that you cannot be spared. 

• • • « « 

Fare well, dear friend, 

R. W. Emerson. 


CLXXL 

EMERSON TO CAR? YLE. 

Concord, 4 September, isll. 
My dear Carlvle, —I hope you will have re* 
turned safely from the Orkneys in time to let iny« 
son Edward W. E. see your face on his waj 
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thfou§|^ London to Germinj, whither ho goes to 
finish his medical studies,—ho, not finish, but 
prosecute. Give him your blessing, and toll him 
what he should look for in liis few days m Lon¬ 
don, and what in your Pinissia. He is a good 
youth, and we can spare him only for this neces¬ 
sity. 1 should like well to accompany him as far 
as to your hearthstone, if only so 1 could persuade 
^ you that it is but a ten-da} s ride for you thenco 
to mine, — a little farther than the Oikncys, and 
the outskirts of land os good, and hiirgcr. 1 read 
gladly in your letters some rcleniings toward 
America, — deeper ones in } our dealing with llar- 
wd College; and 1 know you could not sei* with¬ 
out interest the immense and varied hlossomiug of 
our possibilities here, — of all nalioiiahtics, too, 

besides our own. 1 ba\c hcaid from Mrs. - 

twice lately, who exults in your kindness to her. 

Always afTectioiiatcly, Yours, 

B. W. Euebson. 
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CLXXn. 

EMERSO’JI TO CARLYLE. 

Baltimose, Md., 5 January, 1872. 

Mt dear Carlyle, — I received from you 
through Mr, Chapman, just before Christmas, the 
last rich instjilmcnt of your Library Edition; viz. 
Vols. IV.-X. Life of Friedrich; Vols. L-III. 
Tramlatiom from German; one volume General 
Index; eleven volumes in all, — and now my 
stately collection is perfect. Perfect too is your 
Victory. But I clatter my chains with joy, as I did 
forty years ago, at your earliest gifts. Happy man 
you should be, to whom the Heaven has allowed 
such masterly completion. You shall wear your 
crown at the Pun-Sax on Games^with no eqn|l or 
approaching competitor in sight, — well earned by 
genius and exhaustive labor, and with nations for 
your pupils and praisers. 1 count it my enunent 
happiness to have been so nearly your contem^ 
porary, and your friend, — permitted to detect by 
its rare light the new star almost before the East¬ 
erners had seen it, and to have found no dis* 
appointment, but joyful confirmation rather^ iit‘ 
coming close to its orb. Rest, rest, now for a time, 
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I praj you, and be thankful* Meantime, 1 know 
well all your perversities, and givo them a wide 
berth. They seriously annoy a groat many worthy 
readers, nations of readers sometimes, — but I heap 
them all as stylo, and road them as I read Rakv 
Iws’s gigantic humors which astonish in order to 
force attention, and by and by are seen to be tlio 
rhetoric of a highly virtuous gentleman who mean. 
I have been quite too busy with fast succeeding 
joh% (I may well call them), in the last year, to 
have read much in these proud books; but 1 begin 
to see daylight coming through my fogs, and I have 
not lost in the least my appetite for reading, — re¬ 
solve, with my old Harvard professor, ** to retire 
and read the Autliors.'* 

I am impatient to deserve your grand Volumes 
by i;pding in thop with all the haughty airs that 
belong to seventy years which I shall count if I 
live till May, 1878. Meantime 1 see well that you 
have lost none of your power, and 1 wish that you 
would let in some good Eckerraann to dine vrith 
you day by day, and competent to report your opin¬ 
ions, — for you can speak as well as you can write, 

and what the world to come should know. 

^ Affectionately, 

R. W. Emerson. 
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CLXXIIL 

CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

5 Cheynb Row, Cheuisa, 
2 April, 1872. 

Dear Emersok,-^! am covered with confusion, 
astoiiishmcnt, and shame to think of my long 
silence. You wrote me two beautiful letters; 
none friendlier, brighter, wiser could come to me 
from any quarter of the world; and I have not 
answered even by a sign. Promptly and punctu¬ 
ally my poor heart did answer; but to do it out¬ 
wardly,— as if there had lain some enchantment 
on me, — was beyond my power. The one thing 
I can say in excuse or explanation is, that ever 
since Summer last, I have bofu in an unu|ually 
dyspeptic, peaking, pining, and dispirited condi¬ 
tion ; and have no right liand of my own for writ¬ 
ing, nor, for several months, had any other tha^ 
was altogether agreeable to nte. But in fine I 
don’t believe you lay any blame or anger on me 
at all; and 1 will say no more about it, l»it only 
try to repent and do better next time. 

Your letter from the Far West was charming 
vivid and free; one seemed to attend you person^ 
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aUy,. and see with one’s own eyes the notabUia, 
human and other, of those huge regions, in your 
swift flight through them to and from. I retain 
your little etching of Brigham Young as a bit of 
real likeness; 1 have often thougiit of your transit, 
through Chicago since poor Chicago itself vanished 
out of the world on wings of fire. Tiiere is some¬ 
thing huge, painful, and almost appalling to me in 
that wild Western World of yours; — and csp(‘- 
cially 1 wonder at the gold-miggcting there, while 
plainly every gold-imggeter is no other than a , 
criminal to Human .Society, and has to $teal the 
exact value of his gold nugget from the pockets 
of all the posterity of Adam, now and for some 
time to come, in this world. 1 conclude it is a 
bait ifsed by All-wise Providence to attract your 
pe^lc out thitlicr, there to build towns, make 
roads, fell forests (or plant forests), and make 
ready a Dwelling-place for new Nations, who will 
And themselves called to quite other than nuggot- 
Ipinting. In the hideous stew of Anarchy, in 
which all English Populations present themsclv^js 

to my dismal contemplation at this day, it is a 
■ 

solid consolation that there will verily, in anotlier 
fifty years, 1^ above a hundred million men and 
womeii on this Planet who can all read Shake- 
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Bpeare and the Engliah Bible and the (also for a 
long time biblical and noble) history of ih^r 
Mother Country, — and proceed again to do, un* 
less the Devil be in them, as their Forebears did, 
or better, if they have the heart! — 

Except that you arc a thousand times too kind 
to mcy your second Letter also was altogether 
charming. 

Do you read Ruskin’s Fors Clavigera, which ho 
cheerily tells me gets itself repainted in America ? 
If you don’t, tfe, I advise you. Also his Munera 
Puheriff^ Q;sdov^-Lecture9 on Art, and whatever 
else he is now writing,— if you can manage to 
get them (which is diflicult here, owing to the 
ways he has towards the bibliopoUc world!). There 
is nothing going on among us as notable to mo as 
those fierce lightning-bolts Ruskin is copiously and 
desperately pouring into the black world of Anar- 
chy all around him. No other man in England 
that I meet has in him the divine rage against in* 
iquity, falsity, and baseness that Ruskin has, aiid 
tliat every man ought to have. Unhappily he is 
not a strong man; one might say a weak man 
rather; and has not the least prudence of manage- 
ment; though if he can hold out for another fifte^ / 
years or so, he may produce, even in this waj^ a 
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great effect. €k>d grant it, say 1. Frqude is corn- 
ing to yon in October. You will find him a most 
clear, friendly, ingenious, solid, and excellent man; 
and I am very glad to find you among those who 
are to take care of him when he comes to your new 
Country. Do your best and wisest towards him, 
for my sake, withal. He is the valuablest Friend 
1 now have in England, nearly though not quite 
ultogethor the one man in talking with whom I can 
get any real profit^^or comfort.. Alas, alas, here is 
the end of the paper, dear Emerson; and I had still 
a whole wilderness of things to say. Write to me, 
or even do not write, and I will surely write again. 
1 remain as ever Your Affectionate Friend, 

T. Carlyle. 


In November, 1872, Emerson went to* England, 
and the two friends met again. Afler a short stay 
he proceeded to the Continent and Egypt, return¬ 
ing to London in the sjfring of 1873. For the last 
time Carlyle and he saw each other. In May, 
*J6meT8on returned home. After this time no let¬ 
ters passed between him and Carlyle. They were 

TOL. It. 23 
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both old men. Writing had becomie difficnlt to 
tliem. They were secure in each other’s afEection. 

Carlyle died, eighty-five years old, on the 6th of 
February, 1881. Emerson died, seventy-nine years 
old, on the 27th of April, 1882. 
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AcootniTS/MbookBellera', of jtfMce0iime«,274f of F^emeh JI£t9oiiUicm, 201; 
to be trnsled, Oil; iaMipportabilHies of, ii. 47. 

Accomits, Ememotfa, a rofpiento of affection, 245; mado out in beautiful 
manner, 292. * 

Aitken, Mias Harr Carlyle, Carlyle'a niece, bearti him company, ii. 314. 

Alcott, A. Bronson, (1842,) visit from, ii. 7; character of, 8; remarks upon, 
17; his Knglislt Tail, 24. 

America, scheme of going to. 44; a new commercial England, 44; door 
of hope to Europe, 71; scheme of visit to, fading, 115; visit almost 
decided on, 204: visit given np, 301; debt of, to Kinor.<ton, ii. 257; 
visit to, pure Moonshine, 333; anti>anarchy discemibie in, 341; 
aa|)ect 351. 

America am England, nut two conntriea, 19; ties getting closer knit, 247. 

American funds, inquiry concerning, 355. 

American history, reading, ii. 113. 

Annan, summer residence (1841) at, 330. 

Annanrlale, part of Uie kingdom of Time, 91; one of the obscurest re¬ 
gions, 127: ms the C^ve of Tropbonlus, 325. 

Art, all at sea as to, ii. 122. ^ 

AshburUm, Dowager Lady, visit to her at Mentone, ii. 3M; at Molchet 
Cionrt, 314, 815. 

Aefabniton, Lord, death of his mother, it. 171. 

Austin, Mrs., half ruined by celebrity, 47. 

BACOXf Miss Delia, a real acquisition, ii. 228; her Shakespeare enter¬ 
prise, 229 ; at St Alban's, 240; solicitude concenting, 255. 

Balaklava, what it expresses as a substantive, ii. 247. 

, ^aaeroft, George, of the hot-house partly^ 1^; visit from, remarks on, 
ii. 154 . 

Baiingis, vith to rim, iu Hampshire, ii. 121,150. 
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Banuird, Dr. H«nri', rbii IVom, 68; mentioB of, 78, 00. 

Baitram'i Travels referred to, li. 198. 

Beggaiy, npectre of, denptsed, 152; driren out of eiglit, 890. 

Boqueet of booku to Harvard College, il. 312-323. 

Blackj«, J. S., mention of, 191. 

Blum, J. Leo, inquiry concerning, ii. 841. 

Booksellers and Publishers, English and American. James Franer; 
Chapman; O. Rich; Saunders &Ottley; Chapman & Hall; Keiinet; 
Hilliard, Cray, & Co.; James Munroo & Co.; Geoige Nichols; 
Little & Brown; Wiley & Putnam; Appleton; Phillips & Sampoon; 
jHwim. 

Bores, eighteen million, defence of saying concerning, ii. 193. 

Bomu, (IJapitaine, ids book sent to Emerson; interest of it, ii.497. 

Buwdoin, James, his mistake about Common* Joumai in Collections of 
Massachusetts Historical Society, ii. 4.5. 

Bromley, Miss Davenport, visit to, ii. 808. ^ 

Bndhera, tlie friends whom Nature chraic for us, 37; Carlyle's, ii. 291. 

Browning re.turiied from Florence with his wife, ii. 208; bis reminis¬ 
cences r>f Margaret Fuller, 208, 213; abstruse, but worth knowing, 256. 

Buccleurh, Duke of, Dr. John Carlyle his travelling doctor, 190. 

Buller, Charles, dcatl; of, ii. 171. 

Bulwer, I^dy, novel by, mentioned. 238. 

Bulwer-Lytt<iii, Sir E., a wretched phantasm, 283. 

Butler, Mrs. Fanny Kemble, mention of, 127. 

CaunAK, the naked, 313. 

(7anst and Shalt the same thing, 108. 

Cant, lies piled on us, ii. 112; in the province of poetry and art, 128; th« 
Lonl deliver us fwm, 131, 

Carlyle, pr)sitioit in 1833, 2; Emerson's visit to Craigenputtock, 4, 18, 
75 ; (t8'{4) mental attitude, 2^ in London to seek br^ and w-orlit, 
24 ; gliiomiest future before him, 24; busy o<3 French JRevoiittion^ 88; 
(1835) a Puritan, 40; biding tiy'st, 41; ^tork on J*. jB., 42; mimt 
seek another craft than literature, 42 • ' nffers from solitary esiat- 
ence, 43; jxia^ibilitica, lecturing in America, 44; destruction of MS. 
of F, A., G8; duhioiw O' (<• going to America, 73; idle, tired out, 
effect of burning of MS. ?T; (1886) F, S. near ended, one pull 
more, 90 ; wear}* ani* lil, 91, visit to Scotland for rest, 91 ; always 
sick, 102; F. if: to be finished in two months, 102; the poorest man 
in liOndon, 103: an unpromotable man, 103; impatient with fellow- 
creatures, 105: intends to see London ont, 105: no money earned for 
four years, 107; means to he well some day, 109; (1887) last word 
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of If* U4; no man with los* em{^n fn tho world, 115; Mbemo 
for hettEiing at the Eoyal Institution, 115; to rest through tibe euro- 
mar, 116; lectures in London, 133; rotieat into filcotlaud. worn out, 
127, 158; had he means, would leave London, 139; <1838) spectre 
of Beggary vanishing, 152; assists at ending -of Bildiopoiv, 154; 
plans, lecturing, 156; money result of lecturos, 107; in Scotland, 
176; jC 50 received from New ^igland, 176; dyspepsia, 186; pro- 
p(»es to buy a nag, 187; feels old, desires rest, 105,106; dueth seems 
beautiful, so also life, 205; (1830) feeling in regard to money from 
America, 311; wear and tear in London, 214; life d.vsiieptic, solitoiy, 
himself much of a fool, 215; urged to vrrite on Cromwell, 215; forced 
to lecture by want of money, 233; for the present no longer p(»or, 
244; x^it to Scotland, 348; bent on writing, 240; (1840) (JAortum, 
261; accused of being a Toiy, 266; thinking of work on Cromwell, 
266; no appetite for lecturing, 267; D’Orsay portrait, 273; lectures 
on Heroes and Heidlworship, 2T0, 293; thougiit of lecturing in 
America, 294; desire of (teace, 295; not to gi^ to America, 301 f 
printing lectiurcs, 302; horseliack ride over Surrey, 303; deep in 
Oomwcilian books, 304; money not now indispensable, 311; (1841) 
visit to fililnes, 324; to his moUter, 325; does nothing, ;)37; lunging 
for solitude, 330; going to Scotland, ^136; a paeilic alien, 340; not 
so poor now, 354; (1842) death of Mrs. Carlyle's mother, 362; in 
Scotland on business, 362; book on Cromwell begun, 3(V1; more 
moiicy from America, ii. 4; change of puhlishers, 5; studies on 
Orom#e)I, 6,10; no longer in vital need of mono}*, 17; (LS43) PoM 
and Prwnt finished, 22; reprint of P. and P. in America, 23, 25; 
journey to Wales, Lancashire, Scotland, 40; weariness, 40; decides 
to write a book on Cromwell, 44; (1844) health despicable, 57, 01; 
offered professorship in Edinburgh UnivorHity, 63; visit to Win> 
cheater,, 74; Preface to Emerson’s Ewiys, 79; (1845) bargain with 
Philadelphia publisher, 88; portrait, 89; despondency about C^nn- 
weff, 92; ill-health, 03; Life of Cromwdl finished, 114: journey to 
the North Gountiy, 95; (1846) revising his old books, 111; pixv- 
posed journey to Lancashire and Scotland, 112; (1847) visit to the 
Barings in Hampshire, 121; journey to Yorkshire, 138; invitation 
to Emerson, 125, 189; occupied with the Domesday Hook, 155; idle, 
159; visit to Hampshire, IIW; (1848) idle, 168; (1849) article on 
Indian com, 176; Ufo very grim, 178; tour in Ireland, 181; visits 
in the North Country, 185; (1850) life black with care, labor, and 
iBhaalth, 186; finishes Latter Pamphlett^ 187; visit to his 
amllisr^ii. 198; to Wales, 194; nerves disordered, 195; (1851) writ* 
ing Stwnng's Life, 196; tU-health, 199; with Mrs. Carlyle at Mai- 
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vern, 905; improved health, 906; pitta on apectaclea, 908; (1859) 
solitary, 916; reading about Frederick, 916, 926; (1801) joitntey^ 
Qennaiiy, 283; building an addition to his bouse, 937; (1854) death 
of his mother, 237; makes no way in Prussian Histoiy, 938; (1866) 
almost beaten by task with Fndericky 946; (1856) life btudensoiue, 
953; visit to Scotland, 254; Lift of Frtdtrkk to go to fffess, 964; 
(1850) visit to Scotland, 258; (1868) completes two volumes of 
Fredtrick^ ugliness of job, 267; (1860) in Stygian Abyss of Frtd* 
tricky 272; (1861) still twelve months from end of task, 276; (1866) 
Frfdtriek finished, 289: worn opt, 289; visit to his eldest living 
sister, 296; (1867) his condition, 301; death of his wife, 302; urritixig 
recotl&rtions, 302; visit to Miss Davenport Bromley, 303; visit to 
Dowager Lady Ashburton at Mentone, 304; (1869) proposed di^ 
posnl of books used in wriliug on. Cromwell and Frederick, 106; 
visit at Melchot Court, 814; bequest of books to Harvard College, 
812-323; (1872) lus condition, 350; Emerson too kind to him, 862. 

Carlyle, Mrs., messagct to Emerson, 26, 40, 116, 128,167, 170, 217, 316, 
340; it. 159, 195, 199; her ill-health, i. 116, 127, 138,157, 170, 917; 
ii. 93, 121,165,166, 269, 283, 291; votes tutake lYausatlantic scheme 
into contemplation, 1. 46; in Scotland, 108; on Emenoirs Pki BUa 
Oratum^ 142; on receipt of money firom America for /VckcA jReeo- 
/tftton, 177; better, 179; postscript to letter, remembrance of Emer^ 
son, interest in his writing, 192; mention of, 205; better than usual, 
232, 306, 316; getting stronger, 817; death of her mother, 362; her 
sorrow, ii. 8; trims up the house, 40; in Lancashire, 113; in York¬ 
shire, 138; has Emerson’s room ready, 145; well, 154; shut up 
during winter, 162; in Scotland, 181, 165; at Malvern, 905; Chr- 
lyle distressed nt her ill-health, 269; her cheerfulness, 275; bad news 
of her, 283; frightful suffenng, 291; death, 302. 

Carlyle, James (Carlyle's father), his prayer, 24. 

Carlyle, James, Mrs. (Carlyle's mother), visit to, 91; referenoa in, 106r 
(1837) visit to, 138; her saying on Providence, 162; (1838)rUatt^ 
176; reference to, 302, 317; (1841) visit tu, 395; raferenentn, 338 j 
copy of Emerson's criticism of Carlyle sent to, ii. 48; vlatt to, 199; 
intimation of her death, 996; death of, 237. 

Carlyle, Dr. John, expected fre^m Italy, 70, 78; a good maft, tiavdling 
physician to the Countess of Clare, 73; diecked by Frtiiuk ibnoiif- 
Hem, 103; expected fr*>m Italy, 157; at home, 178; reads DartmouA 
Oration, 189; quarrels and loves, 191; returns to Italy, travelling, 
doctor to Duke of Buecleoch, 199; at l6ehl,.980; about pnl^taiiuig 
his Dante, il. 179; working hard over Dante, 199; his critisiioi of, 
the Conduct ^flAft^ 976; in Dumfries, 991. * 
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CmMUuj* Aa idlgfatiuitli, dunetnr of, ti. 299. 

duuninx, fiov. 0r. WiUiam EUoiy, imsMge to, < S; UuMks tO| tot J>ih 
9 /mno o» £laoery, 106. 

Chinning, W. EUoij, poemi-by, U. 48. 

Ghuudag, fiiv. W. U., sends PEDgress^f4he-Specios Perlodiod, li. 49. 

Ckwikm, sheets of, sent, 201; esscites yeiiting, 261; second edition, of, 

268 . 

CUago, referred to, ii. 351. 

Child, Mrs. Lydia Maria, her PhUotkca, 109. 

CAriitiim Sxaminer, the, artido in, on Sartor Bnarttu, 125. 

Clare, Countess of, Dr. John Carlyle her travelling physician, 78. 

Clark, £, P., in ciiarge of American booksellers' accounts, ii. 47, 78, 01. 

Clarke, Kev. Dr. James Freeman, message to, 93. ■ 

dough, Arthur (1849,)^iie to Italy; Carlyle likes him, U. 180; 
(1863) hopes he is coming home from America, 896; settled in his 
office, 220; his impression of New England, 220; (1855) visit from, 
245. 

Coleridge, death of, 26. 

Colntan, Bev. Henry, mention of, ii. 54. 

Concord, a reai-imaginaiy locality, 61; seems worthy of its name, 102; 
would gladly run to, 101; referred to, 177; not forgotten, 198; hopo 
of getting there, 317; mad notion of seeing, ii. 230. 

Concord,. Household, inviting description of, ami welcome to, thankful 
for, 177; glimpse into, ii. 325; thanks for potential welcome to, 
834. 

Cendact of Lift, the, commendation of, ii. 275. 

Conway, Moncure D., acquaintance with, liking fur, ii. 292. 

Coelidge, Joseph, visit from, 216. 

Cot^r, Fenimore, down in the abyss, 143. 

Copper-C^ptaincy, finis of French, ii. 342. 

Craigenputtoek, Emerson’s visit at, 4,18, 73; left solitary, 24; reference 
by Mrs. Carlyle to Fjnerson's visit at, 192. > , 

CiMnwetl, people will have him write on, 215; have thoaghi often of, 
266; overhead and ears in books about, 304; one of the greatest souls 
of English kin, 804; still at work on, 316; writing upon, begun, 
164; studies on, proceed, ii. 6,10; may abandon the task, 0; not to 
be mentioned, 21; must write a book on, 41; business remains im* 
movable, 50; thrice unfortunate book, 57: let os do it or leave it to 
the devib, 68; no history can be written, 92; etatue of, 179. 

VnmmU, LttUrt and Sptodttt of, gathered, ii. 93; finished, 04; nature 
of Um book, 95; third edition of, 176; ptopoeed disposal of books 
lead is irriting, 806. 
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Crutkirrand Jarmmt » stoiy, printed in Fra$ef^i MugmiM, 9a0» 

Growei Mn., acquaintance to made with, il. 166. 

Dkad Sea, Apeii of the, ii. 93. 

Death, o*f friende, rcflectioui on the, 37,101; fellowahip with Qeidtta of, 
ii. 6. 

Dial^ the, No. 1, too ethereal, 804; No. 9, better, 814; all aerifonn, 869; 
somewhat Antinomian, ii. 9; criticism on, 10; article in, on 
rode tf Co. a weariness, 21; improvement in, 24; in Loudon Library, 
41; Emerson’s paper in, on Past and Preual, 42. 

Diamond Nfcklaee^ the, article on, a queer production, 24; to be printed 
in Fnwtr't Magazine, 107; sent to Emerson, 114. 

Diana, allusion to, os an obstruction, 09. 

Diai;}', passage from, concerning Father O’Shea's and Emcnon’e e6ti- 

^ mate of Sartor, 21 n. 

Dickens, reserved for questionable fate, 100; separation from hbwife, 
ii. 209. 

Domttday Book, busy with, ii. 155. 

D'Orsay, Count, description of, 278; portrait by, 274. 

Dunce, not to be a, the one thing needful in a man, 295. 

Dwight, John S., hie book received and liked, 231. 

_ L 

Eichthal, Qustave d’, gone to Greece, 96; note conoeraing, 96. 

Eliot, President, message to, ii. 322. 

Emerson, (1833) visit at CraigenpuUock, 8-9, 18, 76; (1834) hie letter 
welcome, 18; hie estimate of Teufelsdriickh, 20; his objectioi» to 
the style, 22; Ids brother’s death, 37; to sit still,. 38; hie objeotkma 
to (kietlie, 39; (1835) his nmrriage, 64; his friendlinessi, 74; (1836) 
death of his brother Charles, 101; (1837) hie Nature, 112; Misa 
Ifartineau’s account of him, 118; Sterling's feeling toward hiat, 
141; his Oration before the Phi Beta Kappa Society, 141; w'orje 

. before him, 142; still to keep quiet, 149' (1838) good nows frtMl 
him, 151; be quiet, 155; his lectures on Uuaian Culture, 156$ dietri* 
btttion of copies of his Oration, 168; received from him, 176 $ 
bis Natwre nearly thumbed to piecee, 180; a blessing to Carlyl^ 
186; bis Dartmouth Oration, 189; washbowl-tempest oonceming 
his Divinity School <'ration, 189; Carlyle older than he, 198; invi¬ 
tation to England, i98; oplniona conceming hie Dartmouth Ovation, 
906;X1839) money from him, 211; character of his Oratkwa, 916; 
hie faculty, 916; some conorete thing to be Emetvonixed, 917; citn»> 
tion from, by Gladstone, 217; his aocounts dearos dqy, 946; thaaki 
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to bflB, BOt reporter,'* tM; lUbiee to review him, 308; 
(IMO) thiXilM for trouble about books, 965; Madame Neekerupon 
him, 967; wish that he would leam (lenneu, 973; tliauks, 375; 
aecoante made out in bdiatifnl manner, 962; bis ramarka on Qoethe, 
914; (1941) hw £iaa^ the voice of a maa, 326; Kmersoii a now era, 
927; money from him, 398; paper in Fnutr't upon him, 

891t reprint of iSitays, 938; the speak to Engl|iid, 351; his 
criticism of Landor, 353, 855; money from him, 354; (1842) death of 
his son, 860; his friendship, ii. 0; his judgment of Aicott, 17; his 
Man the iZi^/bnarr, 18,19; (1848) imbeciles ought not to bo seen in 
company with, 24; alone, 24; Uaoready introduced to him, 34; his 
criticism of Carlyle, 42; his voice, SO; (1844) money sent him for 
reprint of Esmjfl, 54; criticiam of him by*tiiltillan, 65; his letters 
to Sterling returned, 74; reprint of bis famyc, Second Scries, 70; 
(1846) his pnbltc in England, 92; no other voice seems speaking, 
96; (1846) his photograph, icio; (1847) his/'oems, 121; prospect of 
bis coining to England, 123, 132, 139; invitation to him, 125; invi¬ 
tation repeated, 139; his home in England at Cheyne Kow, 145; in 
England, 147-167; admiration of his virtues, 168; Indian corn from, 
176,181; divergence from, 187; his friendship, 187, 204; Carlyle's 
sins against, 211; dissent from and agreement with, 212; an enthn- 

■a tiast, 214; to persevere in writing, 214, 220, 225; no voice but his 
completely human to Carlyle, 937,246, 272, 801, 324; debt of Amer^ 
lea to, 267; his encouragement about Life of Frederick^ 272; his 
Omduct of Lift^ 275; Hon. L. Stanlc}' introduced to him, 2H2; con¬ 
sulted in regard to proposed bequest of b(K>ks to Harvard ('ollege, 
806; Library Edition of Works sent, 308 ft wq.; his collected works 
received, 809; his Sudetyand Solitude^ 322; liis lectures on PbiloHO- 
|dty^ 332; h» visit to California, 840. 

Smerson, Mn., goo(b wishes to, 64; copy of Mveeltaniee sent to, 3J.0; 
tetter to, 816; her alchemy, 316; S3*mpathy with, 361; message to, 
ii. 19; to have veto in business of portrait, 110; referred to, 169; 
message to, 826. 

Smerson, Charles, death of, 101. 

Baeieon, Edward Bliss,'death of, 87. 

Eoglaad, chaos of politics in, 71; sold to Mammon, 113; change in, 164; 
IhiiigB breaking up In, iL 92. • 

Sn^ish, the, formaleat of people, 313. 

MiegfiA Trmttf anticipatioa of, ii. 267; praise of, 961; reading at 
Wooten, 8()4. 

Brdtliie, Mr. Thomas, mentioned, 967. 

E m$ §, nmarka on, 896; ont at use, 832; to be reprinted in 
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Loudon, 838; tpeak to England, 851; aale of, 889; piiytical mpirint 
of, K. 41, 47, 61; Second Seriee, read in proof, 78, 79; Preface to 
Second Series, 70; criticism of, 80. 

Exodus from Houndsditoh, a potential boolS' 

« 

Fa(^, a great thing, 03. 

Ferrier, James, author of essny on ConsciousnoM, ii. 08. 

Formulas, min in New England should swallow their, 169. 

Francis, Eev. Pr. Convors, thanks to, 179. 

Franklin, might have written Engtiak Traitt, ii. 201. 

FraaerU Mngaaint^ public of, 20; article on Diammd JVeehlaee to be 
printed in, 107; translations from Goethe in, 229; Oul8erv and 
Jomm printed in, 230; paper on Emerson in, 331. 

Frederick the Great, saying of, 77; (18.52) reading about, ii. 215; (1868) 
visit to some of his batUe>i{eld8, 234; still reading about, not 
divine enough, 238; his reply to Sulaor, 2GU. 

FredtrieJe tht Ortat^ Life of, (1854) no progress in 'irriting, ii. 338; the 
insuperable dilKculty, 239; (1856) ready for the printers, 264; (1868) 
first two volumes complete, 207; nearly worthless, 268; (1860) a 
Stygian abyss, 272; Emerson's words about first two volumes Car¬ 
lyle’s one encouragement, 272; critkisins of, 273; (1861) still twelve 
months from end of, 276; (1865) ended, 289; nearly killed by, 801^ 
Intention in regard to books used in writing, 896. 

French Repuldic, the new, 1848, satisfaction at, ii. 168. 

Fretuih Revolution, the, work upon, 25; one volume done, 42; dreadful 
labor, 42; destruction of MS. of first volume, 68; hampered by, 70; 
burning of MS. a sore business, 77; engrossment with, 90; first and' 
second volumes finished, 91; book almost finished, 102; charaoter 
of book, 103; last word written, 114; proof-sheet sent to Emenon. 

^114; copy of book sent, 124; anticipation a%to reception by tba 
public, 124; thanks for arrangements for American reprintjfll^f 
copy received, 164, 231; money on account received, 170; secfMi,d 
English edition of, 205, 212, 2:]2; proof-sheet of new edition sefijllf^ 
243; Cfipies shipped, 262; probable resultsof ehipment, 965; aooottii^ 
of sales of, 293; gets an Index, it. 111. 

Friends, in London, 93,105, 214. 

Frothingham, Rev. Pr. N. I», his article in Chrit^ Emmiuat mi 
Sartor JfesarmSflli, 126. 

Froude, J. A., (1872) valuablest friend Carlyle has, in England, ii. 858. 

Fuller, Maigaret, thanks of Mn. Carlyle for her book, U. 82; nna^ 
concerning her, 125; note of, to Emerson, 154; introducthHi ti, td 
the Pepolis, 157; letter fiom, 184; inqidiy conceniing Ufe o|^ 
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Ihroiratiijg^t reminifioeiioes of, M8, SIS; her quellUee, S19; chaneter 
of Utmoin o^ 218; loet letter of Mtesial ebout, 218. 

Oam&abdbuua, 8piridiono,V» errivel, 348; deecription of, 348; givw 
up neking portmit, 360; promieeH to becdtoe a real painter, ii. 21. 

German Literatere, Hittory a lacklesa project; portiona of it printed, 
227. 

German Jtomante, Spedmew o/, copy aent tor by Kmcnon, 40; oat of 
print, bwt part in new Wilkelm Jleitfer, 266; Hoffman and Tieck 
in Appendix to if MoeffonM#, 206. 

Germany, visit to, ii. 223. 

Gigmanity in America, 44. 

GildUan, Rev. George, author of paper on Etnorson, U. 66. 

Gladiitone, citation from Emerson in bis Church and State f the man ho 
is, 216. 

Goethe, Emerson’s objections to, natural, 39; his Adolity and health of 
mind, 40; how John Knox would have regardtvd him, 40; books 
relating to, 109; translation of liis Af<26rcken and Nocellct 229, 230; 
Emerson's critique on him in the Dutt, 314. 

Greek, dead, and living English, ii. 113. 

Green, Rev. Bcriah,' inquiry concerning, ii. 113. 

(tally, Dr., fumtiff of watorMittre in England, ii. 206 

Hapxs, hlediiations in, 179. 

Hare, Julius, mentioned, 303. 

Harvard Odlege, betpiest of books to, ii. 300; catalogue of books for, 
316; Anal arrangements concerning bequest to, 322; nature of the 
transaction, 322. 

Haaiitt, what he said after hearing Coleridge, 190. 

Hea^, always sick, 102; extremely dyspeptic, 104; sick, 128; Improved, 
fl2; dyspeptic, 215; ba»l, 316; despicable, ii. 67; very sickly, 03; 
disordered nerves, 196; ill, 109, 330, 360. * 

Hedge, Rev. Dr. Frederic H., visit from, U. 140. 

Heisl, tzanslation from, by Stirling, read, ii. 332. 

Herand, John A., description of, 276; reference to, 306. 

Henm and ilero>worshipi lectuiru on, in prospect, 279; delivered, 203; 
iabitance of, 293; written out, 204; probably to be printed, 302; 
itlfl in ICS., 811; printed sheets sent, 313; payment for, 329; pi> 
toted ceprintof^ 829; Apidetoa's repnnt scandalously printed, 340. 

Rkrtmy, the only poetry, 26. 

Hoar, S. JL, (1347) vint from, ii. 131; leaUy pleasant, 132; menage to, 
Han t)r, 3aobUoit, UL 
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Honey Cerljle too poor to keqi e, IftT; to be boo^t nitb xosoxf front 
Antericey 187; ule of, 308. B— Yankee. 

Horseback, riding on, remedy lor dyspepela, 186; journey on, ooer Sa^‘ 
rey and Sussex, 303. 

Houghton, Lord. &tr MUnee. 

Hour amd Man, Miss Martinean'e, 316, 318, 

Hunt, Leigh, cockney man of genius, 199; hia. description of Heraud, 
876. 

iMruSTUJRB, fallen bankrupt, ii. 183. 

Indian meat, (1848) cpiestions concerning, ll. 169; arrival of, from Con¬ 
cord, 175; article on, for /'roser’i Afaffazine, 176; second barrel from 
Concord, 181. 

Ireland, tour In, 1849, ii. 181 condition of, 183; advice about, 184. 

Ireland, Alexander, talk with, concHmingluiierson's coming to England, 
ii. 120; referred to, 133, 139, 145. 

/risk Joumey, passage from, concerning Father O’Shea, 91 note, 

Jacx>nHoit, Dr., sends message to E. R. Hoar, ii. 141. 

dames, Henry, remarks on, ii. 47; Emerson’s letters to Sterling sent homo 
by his liands, 74, 82. 

Jesus Christ, founded no seett, ii. 18; utterances about, 83; Yoltairs’s 
mot about, 83; and Judas, i82. 

Knux, John, how he would have regarded Goethe, 40. 

Knnttj its brotherhood with Shovclbattorv', ii. 133. 

LANbon, description of, 377, 806; Emerson’s criticism on, 353; desorros 
more prusc than he gets, 856; visit to, ii. 194. 

JjfUtr Dajf PitmphUU^ finished, ii. 187; horrible barking at,' 180; &iicr- 
son's judgment of, 193; their one benefit to Carlyle, 1^} 

816. 

Lawrence, Samuel, his likeness of Carlyle, 3!3b, ii. 90. 

Lectures,—on German Literature, 188; oii History of literature, 166; 
money result, 167; another course i’. proqpeot, 179,196; mlseelfauio- 
otts audience, 180; eomi'ig on, applications for, 867; on Heirotik 
and llero-Vorsbip in prospect, 879; substance of, 898; <m Hwoea 
and Hero-worship wriueit ont, 894. 

Lectures In England, Einenon s coming to give, ii. 128,186, XW. ’ 

Lectnring, America and, 44; enquiriea ooneeming, in America, 4B| eoin- 
eideratione bn, 76; in Royal Institution, 116; dri^ to,by]ieeeBsity,, 
166, 888; no appetite for, 867; batefnl, 801; in Englaad, IS. 1SI» 
in London, 187. 
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LcCt Vn. Tbdvnas, btr book itbont J«*n Foul, H. 90; pintkal loprint 
of h«r book, 63. 

ti*Citnui(FOi Hammond, on •tammorisj^ men, il. 48. 

Iietter>cnn 7 iu;; between England and America, rulm of, 79. * 

Ltea travel toward* and lodge in Chao*, ii. 188^. 

life, on writing bis own, ii. 803. ' 

Literature, as goiMl as dead and gone in Europe, 4.1; seems done in Engw 
land, 103; Emerson's paper on, 814; wea-T* of most, ii. 113; growing 
less and less venerable, 239. 

Logic, dreadfully afflicted with, 67. 

Lo^on, romovai to, 24; no outlook in, 70: ita toaching, 77; its charm, 
92: leaves one alone, 92,128; to beeeen out, 105; enorinout chaos, 
127, would leave if be bod a oompe^ce, J39; a London rout atid 
dinner, 156; no lending Library in, xi4; wear and tear of life in, 
214: Mvcalo of .Saxon Panionium, 247: Emerson'a Mother Oily, ii. 
13^1; Mother of Dead Hogs, 168; not a bod place in summer, 226. 

Ix>ndon Library, iH'ginniiig of, 214; the IHal uii (able of, ii. 41. 

Lxmdan Jiavitw, Mill’s, not recommended, 107. 

Longfellow, visit from, 78. 

Loring, Ellis Gray, list of fngitive papers sent him, 153; message to, 
153; reference to, 165; mesaage to, 203. 

Lowell, pirated reprint of his Poems, ii. 62. 

Luther, buny with, 331; visit to mom of, in the Wartburg, ii. 224. 

Macaui.AY, his History, il. 179; at Malvern, 207. 

Maoready, W. C., introduction of, to Emerson, ii. 84; his deserts, 85. 

Mahomet, lecture on, 293; not a qnack, 293. 

Afftt^odeit, translation of Goethe's, to be printed as Appendix to Jlfucef- 
foaies, 229. « 

Mam^n, England sold to, 113; will not bny Carlyle, 114. 

Man tie Jte/ttrmerf Emerson's lecture on, circulatiob and.reprint of, in 
England, ii. 18, 19; an excellent utterance, 19. 

Ifmseillaise, signiAcanee of the, ii. 193. 

Mavsbali, Chief Justice, referred to, ii. 113. 

Martloeau, bliss, her report of Emerson. 113; of Ripleji^ 126; her l>ook 
Ob America out, 126; one of the strangest phenomonf, 126; message 
from, 144; on Emerson, 155; Emerson not sufflciently ecstatic about 
her, 181; her entbnsiasra for the blacks, 200; poetess of Unitarian 
fntttalbm, 900; gone to Swjtaerland, 232; her i/eer5r(Mj£, 233; her 
Soar and Man^ 816; not well, writes unweariediy, 317; her Touui- 
^nt POuTerture, 318; copy of Adelphi Oration sent to her, 3S6. 

mwKhasetta HistoticM Society. Bu B^doin, James. 
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MamatAmelU JUvitw^ No. 1, notieo of, 160. 

Ifuxtni, note of Margaret Fuller to, U. 106; note of EmenMm to^ 160; 
often comes to see Mrs. Carlyle, 106; lose of letter from hhn atNMKt 

* Margaret Fuller, 918. 

McKean, Henry S., thanks .to, foro^arsight of reprint of Jfuestfaniu^ 
179, 903. 

Mentone, stay at, ii. 804, 305. 

Metaphysic, Tranaccndeiitalitim the euthanasia of, 67. 

Michelet, referred to, ii. 113. 

Might and Right, synonj'moas, 1(%. 

Mill, John Stuart, letter to be addressed to his care, 80; article on Mira* 
beau wjitlen at request i>t,'^107; quasi editor of Lomhn Jfevssv, 
107; gone to the (-ontinonL 91 &; forgives Heraiid, 277. 

Milncs, Richard Monckton, piii^ses to review Emerson, 962; description 
of him, 963; his ndigrun, IMS; reference to, 268; his review of Emer¬ 
son, 976; on Poctr 3 ', 296; rcceivtul letter from Emerson, 295, 306; 
his dilettantism, 295; visit to, 824; ctipy of Adclphi Oration sent to, 
355; gets the JOiat into the London Librart*, ii. 41; on Poetry, 
breakfast with, 126; notice of, 158; got Tennyson a pension, ISO; 
marriage of, 907. 

Minnesingers, essay on, in MS., 227. 

Mirabeaii, only man of genius with eyes who saw Frederick the Oreat, 
ii. 246. 

Mimbtnu article to be printed in London RetUw^ 106; written at Mill’a 
request, 107; sent to Emerson, 114. 

Muceitanirtf Fraser wants to print, 143; delay in arrangements, 154; 
arraiigomeuts for American edition, 165,178, 187; and iinportailoa 
of tttpies forMie in England, 104; arrival of copy, 201; suggeltSoii 
, of material to fill nut fourth volume, 227'231; ifrival of copkte 
dela.ved, 244; enormous duty on imported copies, 244; En^isli 
edition at press,* 266; Fraser’s account of imported copSes. 
English edition nearly ready, 275; copy of, for Emerson, 206; cii^ 
sent to Mrs. Emerson, 310. 

Misery, the coutral, that you cannot otter v.iurself^ 75. 

Model Republic, nature of the, ii. 221. 

Molcswoith, Sir^illians, lay.-, out jC 3,000 on the Xttmdm Reeieis, 167. 

Moo^, the most it can d’ fer a man, 246; not now indispensably 311. 

Money, from America, receipt of £60, on account of Fnnek Reroktioii, 
176; of £100, 211. 2't3; of £236, from sale of imported MUetUamSu, 
274; of £100, 828; of £40, 354; of £61, u. 4; of £35,46; of £19^ 
64; of £36,61; of £80, 78. ^ 

Hooey sent Emerson, on aecouat of reprint of JESmqo^ U. 56. 
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H^FoiiMn^ LoidS} rntmtion oC, ii. 189t 948; flais of lili Coi>per>Ga(^ 
teiat^, 849. 

UtMbj Md, visit to, ii. 6. 

JVotort, nmarki on, 119; lent till nearly thambed to pteoei, 180. 

Keeker, Madame, her tayiag concerning Emerson, 907. 

Meuberg,-, sometimes at Chelsea, U. 179. 

New England,,vfMling toward, 74; beoomiiig more than ever part of Old 
England, 198. 

JVbrtit Eemip, article on iSortor RtMatim in, 04; amaaing 

<^iacity of, IISL 

Norton, Andrews, enrely a chimera, 906. 

Norton, Charles FJjot, meeting with, ii. 807; talk with, concerning be¬ 
quest of books, 307; letter received fn|p, 309; referred to, 314, 31^, 
821, 392. 3^9. 

JiTowfZe, translation of Goethe’s, to be printed as Appendix to MUetU 
ImieSf 930. 

O’CoNKBLL, mention of, 78. 

Old Age, gloom of approaching, ii. 214. 

Orations, Emerson's, — Dartmouth, a right brave speech, 189,906; Divin¬ 
ity f^hool, 189, 216;^ Phi Beta Kappa, 141, 168; character of, 210; 
Adelphi, best written of all, 302, 365. 

O'Shea, FaUier, his approval of Sartor Rtaartiu, 21; meeting with, 21 
note. 

Pajocbb, Theodore, visit from, il 49. 

Past and Present^ finished, ii. 22; arrangements for printing in America, 
28, 26; pirated, 42; Emerson's criticism of, 42. 

Peace, honored before all things, 246; nothing one would like so well, 
998. 

Peacock, the American, ii. 203. 

Pepoli, Count,and Madam, notice of, il. 157. * 

Plato, his notions about Democracy, ii. 222. 

IVeoM, Emerson's, criticism of, ii. 122; reprint of, 122. 

Poetry, Hiitoiy the only, 25; Milnes on, 296; all at sea about, ii. 122. 

FOrtmlt, willingness to sit for, for Philadelphia edition of Works, ii. 89; 
UKWxence'H, 90; in SjpirU qfike Age, 91. 

Pov e r ty , Carlyle the poorest man in London, 103; no money earned by 
wriring for lour yean, 107; poverty and age, 167. 

Prsseott, 'William H., lionised in London, ii. 189. 

*PttI|illa, all maimer oij aa good oa aboluhed, 22. 

Pisaayisiii, wmahip for the Shovel-hat, 805; a most notable symptom. 
Hi; imivenuil, the temper German tbinken, ii. 224. 
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BAmcAUBM, the odior of the Aej in Geratiiiy, 25{ a wnidie4 
eity, 43; wellnigh tmapporteble, 107. 

Iteed, SainpfK>n, has deep ideas, 19. 

lleporter, Erocnon no! a, 846. 

litprtstntaiiw Kmcrs(»n>, critjcisfn of, 188. 

liliiue, the, dc»cr>fition of, ii. 223. 

Hicbter, .lean l^atU, error of Varnhagen coAceming want ql htmior in his 
sixteebr 228; Lifa of^ by Mrs. Lite, ii. 20, 82. 

Rio, A, F.. description of; his reading of Emerson's Emfi^ 889. 

Itiplev, Goorge, letter from, ill: books from, 125; seems a good man, 
125; Uistt Martineau on, 128; contruvenial volume received from, 
998. 

Rogers, Suniuei, on Emerson*s Thi Beta Kappa Oration. 108; to see 
F.inorson, ItK), 

Buskin, bis Fon Clttmgtm and other works commended; his rage 
against iniquity, ii. 352, 

Russell. I>r. la> Baron, tfianks to. for editing Sartor Rtiortvt^ 108; 
visit from, ii. 42; referred to, 48. 

Saixt-Arwaim), ManVhal, mention of, ii. 248. « 

Sartor Resarttu^ itngeuial reerption of, 20; dona upas a pamphlet “for 
friends," 20; four copies sent Emerson, 21; Emerson's estimate of, 
20, 21 note; Father O’Shea's appreciation of, 21; earnestly meant 
and written, 22; its style, 22; astontshing reception of, in Now 
England. 84; indifference to, in England, 65: a few appreciative 
readers, 86; copies of American edition receivts!, 107; copy sent to 
Scolrli merchant in llambuiig, 110; copy of English etUUua Ihr 
Emerson, 180, 260 ; pa^'ment for new edition, 829. 

Si'hillnr, liivH deathK;liamber seen, ii. 224. * 

Schiller^ Lift of wish for two copies of American edition of, 207. 

Setdland. (18.H}) visit to. 91: (1837) visit to, 188; (1888) visRto, IT8; 
(1889) iiiteiided visit to. 248; (1841) visit to, 325. 

StHttt, attic it! on, 143. 

.Sedgwick, Miss C'atboriuo, brings two letters, ; expected et Cheyne 
Row, 248^ 

fh^woll, Rev. 'Wniiam, bis article cn tlariyle, 305. 

Sickness, criminal, 108. 

Silence, w'orshlp of, 139; better than speech, 150; of a great eotil, 940; 
Sterling on Carlyle's doctrine of, 306. 

^Mking </ tkt reaymr, article on, in Framr^ ol no aceouat, 940,. 

Sit still, Emerson to, 39; Sterling cannot iM tanght to, ISO; CSei^yle 
rejoices in lasinws as proving thiU he can, 196. 
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stately, Emenoli’s iSAnm on, ii. 75; bvt one, 210. 

Snitli, Sydne}', on repodtatUm in Ametka, U. 54; dyiaf, 23. 

SoeUtf ond £<djhicfc, failon to meive copy, ii. 321, 325; admliiag 
critioiraB of, 828. 

Soldiety, Pnu^, real love for, ii. 816; the claai liked beat in Genaatif, 
225. 

SolUnde, longed for, 380; Uvee in very great, ii. 221, 237. 

Southey, ahorel-hatted, 72; haa a copy of Bmenon’a Oration, 168; le- 
farr^ to, 192. 

SfMnka, Jared, referred to, ii. IIS. • 

Sfieciai Provi^nce, belief in, 69. 

Speech, aacredneiia of. 23; no method of, of mneh conaaqnence, except 
that of being sincere, 23; iniputenco of, ii. 9. iSee ITtteranoo. 

Stanley, the Hon. L^'ulf, introducthtn of, to Eroemon, ii. 230. 

Stepiten, Sir Janies, writer on Ijoyola, ii. 20; tbo niaii he is, 20. 

Sterling, Anthony, with his bn>ther, ii. 05, 71, 74. 

Sterling, Edward, father of .lohii, ii. 65. 

Sterling, John, the boat man in London, 106; descr{|ition of, 140; fallen 
In love with Emerson, 141; his CryttaU Jhm n Cbeetw, 155; gone 
to Italy, cannot leam to sit still, 180: autkir of article on Montaigne, 
101; his article on ’Simonides, his signaturo, 206; hia Poemt sent, 
262, 265: to sail for Maile.ira, 2f<2; tuisy writing, 306; has Ouicord 
landscape, 806; at IWquay, 815; copy of Adelphi Oration sent to 
him, 855; oS for Italy, 305; visit from, ii. 7; gratified at American 
reprint, 7; at Falmouth, 21; death of his mother and wife, 56; at 
Isle of Wight, very ill, 64; bis death, 70; his papers left to Carlyle, 
73} letters from Emerson to, returned, 74. 

Storfmp, Life of, at work upon, ii. 160; copy of, sent, 205. 

Sterling Club, the, virulent outcries afwttt, ii. 180. 

’^Sttlaer, saying of, 11269. 

‘ Somner, Qiaiiea, mention of, 164; visit from, 200, 216; message sent 

by, fT5. 

Swedenborg tumbled into Bedlam, ii. 188. 

* 5 

TxiiPLAjm, star at, 248, 368. 

Tesmyton, proves singing in English possible, il. 49; aceonnt of him and 
hb way of life, 66; referred to, IS9, 194,207; hb Idyb, SOL 

tbnlebdinelch. See Sartor Remrtu$. 

Thadkeniy, to lactore in America, ii. 907; hb qualities, 220. 

Thorean, Henry, (1847,) message to, regarding hb lecture on Cbrtyle, ii. 
110; hb bo^ too Jean-Panlbh, 185. 

fleck, teen at Bmrlin, U. 224. 

TOL. JL 
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J^idex to Car1gV9 LeHero, 

Toumint rOaverture« If in H«tin«aii’i qov«I idioQt, 115,518; fait faiMfa: 
CkmaculottuKii, 5lfa, 515; Sterling** liaiM for fate, 515. 

TmnocendeDtelMm, in Boston, nn mtonotiagsjriaptoimQ?; onqrtntefaw 
uiMi*8 self i|)to ftltitudes of, b 12. 

Twruletoti, the lion. Edwnnl, meutioii of, U. 805. 

UKiTAiiiAiie, fanlf-wny-hoiue cfanraoten, 38. 

Unlrerenl ttukrmffet li 822 

Utterance, imporfeclton of all mudea of, u 95 

VABaiHAajeM, essar on, m W rjfnuMtcr Jtemtw, 19T, may faa printoA a 
MueeUtmut^ 885 

Voltaire, mot of, u. 88, he and Frederick tb* Great the caleatial etenieni 
of eighteenth centui?, 915. 

Voea, quatnuo fixnn, 05, four hexameters Aram, ii. 57. 

W Ai roLB, Horace, no dunce, 9(81. 

WashingUm, hw otMtinacy, li 817. 

Webeter, Daniel, a eiifficient, eflectoal man, 19; meets him at faraafafaet, 
deMription of him, 947. 

Welsh, Mra. (mother of Mrs Carlyle), 1888, visit to, 948, 1849, death 
of, 8C1. 

Wheeler, Charles Steams, thanks to, for oversi^ of prsas, 179, 908; 
copy of fViUelm Jftt$ter sent to, 953. 

ITMeim Jfeutor, translation of, two copiee tent, 983, 985* 

Wtnd«dttst«rv of all Nations, ii. 197,99U. 

W(M»ton, visit at, It 804 

Wordsworth, description of, 72; refeired to, 199. 

Working people discontent among, 939. 

World, the, a republic <d mediocrities, ii. 999. 

Taitxkx, nag to be bongfat and named, 157; jmepaetiva tidlBg oi| 115; 
actttiilly bought, 915. 


Zion, not good to be at ease in, li. 198< 
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Aocommi, grown mere oomidex« 273, 883, 996, 607, 619,863, 846; no* 
Mtielectoiy condition of, ii. 15; £. P. Glnrk to be charged with, 88; 
references to, 60, 7b, 130, ef <if. 

Aooonnte of lales of Frenek Xmtlution, 218, 836, 340. 

Addreae at Cmnbridge Dirinity Behoid, 174; outcry concemlng, 188. 

Addnee to Uterary Sociedee of Daitmonth College, 1T4. 

Addmie to Sodety of Adelphi in WataniUe Ccdlige, writing} 848. 

Adventare, never had an, il. 148. 

Akott, A. Broneon, great, 133, 333; bidee his time, 860; comes to live 
in Coneord, 386; going to England, 860; Introduction of, to Geriyle, 
868; referred to, It. 8; rmnarits upon, 14; referred to, 116. 

** Akott Houee*' referred to, 386. 

America, ehamcteriaation of, 843; tnoomplete, ii. 818; growing furi¬ 
ously, 886; battle for Unmanity in, 886; laid oat in large lots, 896. 

Aamricaa clpber ooaier to read than Englieh, 899; oondiUone not easier 
thim Kimpean, ii. 819. 

Aidiftaetan, Qarbett^e book on design in, Talaed, H. 846. 

Atieteqphaiiea, elate of eockty eame in bia deye ae in thoae of Carlyle, 
ILIO. 

Arnold, Matthew, hb flge critleiem, H. 881. , 

Ifftitnif fheMrismee, Wood’s, gilt of, from Geriyle to Emenon, ii. 844; to 
be givea or beqneathed to Harvard College, 811. 

Baooar, BOee BeUa, kinddiMe of the Cariylee to, ii. 888, 844. 

JSittim^ kctaree at, ii. 28. 

Ban cro ft , George, mentfoa d, ii. SOS. 

Bftaiaid, Dr. Amiy, inteodnoed to Geriyte, 47. 

BWao^ Joehui, foaiito of Beelea Pablie Ubfnry, U. 818. 

IkalMilece a^ Pabtkhece. Little ds Browa; James Monroe A Co.; 
^ IGehok; Afgdelon; Ou «7 A Bart; Wiky A Putnam; PhUUp^ 
dbinegMUf fields, Oigood, AOo.; Harper; pnmim. 
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Bosstti Voyagt by, carious, li. 109. 

Boston, statomsnt concerning lectures uid lecCnrii^ in, ft3>68. 

Boston Pubiic Library, ii. 312. 

B^toin, view of, exccIlenC from New England, SOS. 

Brown, John, of flsawatomie, a great num, ii. 837. 

Browning, bis reminiscetioes of Margaret Fuller lost, ii. 909. 

Buller, Arthur, referred to, 242 note. 

BuHer, Charles, reference to bis death, ii. 178. 

Bulwor, novel by, cheap editions of, ii. 31. 

Byron's daughter's (Lady Lovelace) report of Carlyle, 278. 

Calivoknta, quarte of, dumped in New I'ork, ii. 835; visit to, 843; 
sketch of, 843. 

Carlyle, (1834) Emerson's relations to, and impressions of, 12, 18; hii 
bappieM. wedlock, 12; his style, 14; tokens of bis friendliness, 98; 
(lB3b) his frionds in Aiueriua, 48; his proposed coming to America, 
34, 50, 52; oncoiuugentent to him, 51; his unpopularity in England, 
52; prospect of success of lectures by him in America, 54; asooitr- 
agenicMt to, 8^1; (1837) bis genius, 119; renewed Invitatiou to, 191; 
thrico blest in his wife, 122; (1838) renewed invitation to, 182; his 
poverty honorable, 103; must postpone visiting America, 188; loses 
by association with Emerson, 183; (1830) unhurt by it, 231; (1840) 
not likely to come to America, 271; renewed invitation to, 2M; 
England in tho nineteenth century to be portrayed by hfin, 308; 
(1841) Heroea and IJero-vorikip^ 823, 334; bis Preface to Etneveoa’a 
Aksaps, 341, 344; (1842) nlations to Alcott, ii. 14; (1848) PnatMod 
Present, 2U; urged to contribute to the /Ka/, 33; (1844) hli Frefaoe 
to and strictures on Emerson's Essopi, 84; (1845) congratulated on 
couiplvtion of Cromure//, 90; (1846) his gray hairs, 108; his photo* 
graph, 103; Margaret Fuller commended to him, 108, 115: 0847)^ 
his reception of her, 117; of Judge Hoar, 186; of Emersw, 147; 
bis traits, his talk, his habits, 147,148; (J(i48) his influentil, 181$' 
(1851) his Lift of Sttrling^ 202, 210; (1854) Latter Day Pam>> 
phUta, 231; death of bis mother, 232; invitation to AroaricOi 985$ 
(1865) Emerson's pride in Ms genius, 242; (1858) truest andbrausst 
of writers, 264; (1850) L^'a ^Fndaridt, 270, 977,978; (1869) baa 
deserved well of maoKhtd, 280; Ibrtunate in domestic r^tknMH 984; 
(1864) what a visit to America would have done for him, 985,238; 
(1866) no trace of age in his books, 204; ;diot«graph trf, daatli 
of his wife, 298; (1870) dispositkm of bis books, 811, 818; gift ol 
Library Edition of his Worlu^ 818, 885; gift Of Ch^Nim*s Honor, 
898,385; nport of his coning to America, 890; bis greatMua and 
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lovUiOMM, 8S&; bb eonitaiu 7 « 864; vim before end daring the war 
foigotteoy 888; a priviktged person, 887; (1871) sbell wear bis orown 
with no competHor, 848. 

Carlyle, Un., Carlyle's treasure in bor, 6; message tn, 17, 85, 51, ri 
/Mumn,‘ ii. 8, 88,100, e< paadMf death of her nrniher, ii. 1; Margaret 
Jloller commended to, 108,118; Margaret FuUor'i regard for, 117; 
opens the door for Emerson, 147; roiations to her husband, 148, *284; 
illness of, 161»185; a friend oonunended to her, 252; her illness 

* regretted, 288; photograph of, 297; her death, 298; her praise, 299. 

Carlyle, Dr. ^ohn, reference to. 210; message to, ii. 152; his translation 
of Dante's 173, 203; reference to, 232. 

Ghannlng, Rer. Dr. Wiliiani Ellery, his genius, 47; relishes Sartor, 47: 
reads and respects Carlyle, 59; (>ar]ylc would like him, 02; message 
from, with eopy of bis Slarerp, 87. 

Channiog,W. Ellery, hta Poem, ii. 30; his praise of Li/e of Prtderiek, 272. 

Ohanning, Rev. Wiilioni Ilenr}', to do juirt <»t Memoir of Margaret 
Fuller, ii. 202; mention of, 209. 

Chapman, George, his translation of Ilonutr, ii. 328,335. 

ChaHim, remarks upon, 281; to be reprinted, 281. 

Cheney, Seth, referred to, ii, 101. 

Child, Bfrs. Lydia Maria, mentioned, '82. 

Children, the illuKinn of, ii. 270. 

ChriiUtm JCrntmimr, editor of the, mutilates Emerson's notice of french 
Hevolution, 147. 

Church, our, must vanish, 255. 

Cities, loss of laith on entering, 260; wte great conspiracies, 260. 

Cliric, E. r., his Illustrations to ^Sartor, it, .38; to lie asked to take rlinrpe 
of accounts, 38; consents to audit, GO; liis progress in auditing, 7ii: 
hit Illustrations of Carlyle, 88,108; no report from, 100; refereiue 
to» 108; to write to Carlyle, 203. 

Gough, his poem read with joy, ii. 174;'a reliable man and friend, 17ii: 
hi^y prized, 203; in America, 210; mention of, 233, 252; death 
of, 281; his MotkHe, 281. 

Cdoana motto, the, it. 284. 

Concord, view of, sent to Carlyle and Sterling, 280; dislike of railroad 
to, ii. 52. 

Conway, Moneure D., referred to, ii. 208. 

Oraigenputtock, visit at, 2-6; reference to, 13,133. 

Cromce ll, Letttrg and Speeches of, anticipation of the Wk, ii. 13; request 

f lor manascript copy to reprint from, 60; on the completion of, 00; 
second aditioB of, 114. 

Groire, llxi., propofal to bring her to Cheyne Bow, ii. 105. 
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Panto, tniwlatloiM of, Dr. ParBoaa, ii. 88 $ tnuulatfatt of It^hrUo ^ 
by Pr. John Carlyto, 173, 808. 

Partinouth CoDegn, AddroM at. See AddrMs. 

Death unusual and astonlshiag, ii. 88 . 

I >0 Bow, the dismal, ii. 885. 

Dial, the, to be edited by Margwai Fuller, 885; character and contenta 
of the drst number, 888 ; much attadi^, lecbirt on Rofoim 
to be printed in, 380; Maipuet Fuller gives up the editorship, 388$ 
Emerson aesumes charge of it, 367; U. 8 ; no dehmco for, U: attiele 
for, solicited from Carlyle, 38; Margaret Fuller's revieir of Sterling 
in, 63. 

IHwmml Nedkkm, the, copy of article 00 , received, 117; Hs style, 118. 

Diary, extract from, on companions, 128 note; on Carlyle's poverty, 
158 note; on Pmi and JVeeentf U. 33 note; on photograph of Gaiiylar 
104 note; pononal impressions of Carlyle, 147-160; on L(fe 
Frederick^ 270 note. 

Discourse, Historical, on 200th anniversaiy of Concord, EmMson'e lint; 
adventure in print, 81. 

Divinity School, Address at. See Address. « 

Dunscore Kirk, Christ built, 8 , 14. 

Duyckinck, £. A., mention of, ii. 188* 

Dwight, John 8 ., mention of, 326. 

Eliot, President, Carlyle’s intention in regard to bis books to be com¬ 
municated to him, ii. 313; lus gratitkation therewith,‘817; hFd 
action thereon, 318; mention of, 328. 

Emerson, bis early recognition of Carlyle's genius, 1; <1883) lisit at 
Craigouputtock, 8 ; letter to Hr. Ireland about Carlyle, 4; extract 
from Englit^ Traits abou( Carlyle, 6 ; (1834) relation to and im- 
preesions of Carlyle, 12,13; thanks for and deligitt in Snr^.JHh^"' 
sartus; its defying diction, 13; criticism on Cmlyla't styli^, H{ 
death of his brother Edward, 87; wetcouMS 'juuD^dtlet copy of Siriot, 
88 ; likes the book better than ever, 89; ifv unpopularity, 88 ; meiBi 
to keep his liberty, 83; much at leisure, reading and atuaing, 38» 34$ 
hope of Carlyle’s coming to America, 84; desfaree the Diamoed iFfoi^ 
face,''3ft; (1^) invitatloM to Carlyle, ftO; about to he married, SO; 
hope of Ckriyle's eoming, 58; bk^raphkal lectures, S 8 ; hteWricul- 
discourae at Concord, 81; marriage, ^; house, 88 $ (1886) lecttti«S| 4 i^ 
87,88; death of his brother Chartee, 86 ; anxiety idHmt oiir^yk, 97$ , 
invitation of <}ariyia to Concord, 97; puhliebm JVoluri, 98$ mdi 
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Oottiit, 10(^t OWl) nmmd invitedon to Curlylo, 1.91; hit bogr 
..Wal4Pi IStt iomStm FnttA JttwUntiimt 190; loctiifM, 1%; PM 
J|«M unibm, 104; loctunst, 1S7; (1808) Itctam on Huuuui 

CitftiirB, 144; begimyog ioi irtesNlihip with John Stnrling, 140; n» 
iMWiad iarlhitiim lo Curlylo, 160; bit circuinttoiicoa, inctnno, honto- 
ihld, oooniMitioiu, 160, 161; pleuod with Sieritag'a kindntMy 162; 
oddrtM at Caaibridga Divinity School, at Dartmmith CoU^po, 174; 
oniteiy aipdMt his opiniona, 189; (1838) eonunotiott aubaided, 910; 
Jactaiw cn Unnuui Ufa, 910, 991; ill wind blown over, 991; birth of 
hla danghtar EUeii, 929; not a poet, but a reporter, 988; at work 
Bpon SmnjM* 053; lectutea on the PrMent Age, 950; (1840) viait at 
Kcw York, 309; at work upon 983; (1841) pub> 

Uahed, 890; feeble end aick, 335; London reprint of Alainyr, 841; 
AMphi eddreaa, 343; iecturea on the Tlmea, 344; (1843) death of 
hie eon, 868 ; easamea editorahipof Dial, 867; lectnrea in Kew Ytirk, 
867; editing the DkU, it. 2; (1843) iuolurea in Baltimore, Phila¬ 
delphia, end Now York, 28; unwilling to lot the J>ml die, 39; dis- 
llkee railroad to Concord, (1844) printing now ihaej^ 00; 
addreaa on emancipation, GO; birth of bia aon Edward, 77; purohoao 
of land on Walden Pond, 77, 101; on Carl^'ie^a atricturea on bia 
84; (1845) Iecturea in Doatoo on Repreaentative Bfen, 98; 
(1846) daguerrotype taken, 101, 104; aent to Carlyle, 108; (1847) 
piupoaal to lecture in England, 118; publiahea iW»ta, 110; dream 
inf going to England, 128; plants orchard, 120; will come to see 
Carlyle, 1S4,136; paaaage for Liverpool taken, 148; arrival in Eng¬ 
land, reception by tbe Carlyles, 147; notea from Diary on Cariyle, 

' H8,149; in lodginga at Manchester, 150; experiences in England, 
181>167; (1851) journey to the West, 201; speaking and writing on 
Fugitive Slave Bill, 201; at work on Memoir of Margaret Fuller, 
908; (1852) on of Sterlauf, 210; (1853) clmpter on Fate written, 
, 99i)7; jonm^ to St. Louis, 218; writing on England and America, 
918; ()854) remarks on LaUer Dny J*amphlet»^ SSlndeath of hit 
BlOlliery 238; lectuns In Philadelpiiia and the West, 233; invitation 
to Carlyle, 235; (1855) journey in State of Mew York; 242; follows 
Mm fortunes of America, 243; (1850) on receiving first volume of 
qf FmUrkXf 970; (1862) on receiving third rofome o‘f Frf4» 
€riekf 278; the war, 280; (1864) on the death of Mrs. Carlyle, 283; 
tm foarth volume of Froitrick, 284; regret tiiat Carlyle never came 
to America, 985; on English sentiment concerning the war in 
dmarlra, 986; respect for war, 987; (1866) on the la-t volumes of 
994; mi Iho rsrolta of peace, 296; on Mrs. Cariyle’a 
AmMi, 989; (1870) writing « book, 310; deligtit in Carlyle's pro- 
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poied diipositioD of his books, uid opprorsl of selectioa of Homid 
Colwgo to receivo them, dll; sfikaowledgotetitof Tolamea of libratj 
Edition of Corl^’le's Works, 318,828, 885, 348; action fn the matter 
of Carlyle's beqnsst, 317; lectures on Fhtlosophy at Harrafft CoU 
lege, 826; on Uie gift of Chapman's Homer, $28, 336; on Cartyle'a 
reported coming to America, 329, 336; on his neighbors and friends, 
337; risit to Califomla, 343; introduction of his son Edward to Car* 
lyle, 40; his eminent happiness in his friendship with Carlyle, 848. 

Emerson, Mrs., making ready a closet for Mrs. Carlyle, 82; lores Car¬ 
lyle, 07; invites Mrs. Carlyle, 122; an incamation of Christiania, 
161; message to Mrs. c:arlyte, 162; protests against daguerrot}*pe 
of Emerson, ii. 105; will send reeijies for johnny-cake, etc., 174; 
invitation to tlarlylc, 236. 

Emerson, Mrs., senior, most conservative of ladies, 161; referred to, 163, 
253, 271; message from, 300; referred to, ii. 137; death of, 233. 

Emerson, Charles (/^uunrey, Ids saying respecting disaster to manu* 
script of French Herolutum, 82; settled as Jaw.\'er%t Concord, 86; 
death of, 96; paper by, in the Pial, 2*.N>. 

Emerson, Edith, mention of, ii. 3, 101, 271, 317. 

Emerson, Edward Bliss, death of, 27; read law with Webster, 256; 
Farewrll of, in ttie Dial, 290. 

Emerson, Edward Waldo (1844) .birth of, ii.77; his studies and pursuits, 
271; studying medicine, 817; referred to, 329; introduced to Car¬ 
lyle, 346. 

Emerson, Ellon, mention of, 222, 271; ii. 8, 101, 971, 817, 399. 

Emerson, Waldo, a lovely wonder, 122; delight in him, 137; apiece of 
love and sunshine, 161; mention of, 271; five yoars old, 346; death 
of, 859. 

l*1merson, William, visit to, 269. 

Fnyluh Traits^ extract from, concerning Carlyle, 6; at work on, 11. 888; 
referreil to, 243. 

Ettayt, (1839) at ivork upon, 253, 282; (1840) hopef to print roliuna of 
soil; (1841) to be published, 320; rcmaiks on Eoglkth reprint of, 
341, 344. Second Sertet, proof-sheets of, sv'^ii in England for reprint, 
ii. 60, 77; Carlyle’s Preface to and strictures upon the book, 84. 

Everett, Alexandenll., his notice of Barior in NorOi American JUvieWf 
84,89. 

Everett, Edward, letter to, from Carlyle, ii. 241. 

Existence, never can be bad, ii. 69; our, looks initial, 103. 

Eckermann, Cowereationt vithGoeAe, klargarot FoUer’S t r a nst a tin p hf 
his, sent to Carlyle, referred to, ii. 847. 

Eyes, Carlyle’s, ISO, 266, 806. ' . 
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l4f*i «4il|lter written «a, ii. 817. 

lFtoilMk» Dr. Oh«le8| hie lectnree on Schiller, 85. 

fjerbee, John M., well fnmieed, U. 337; tekw Emenon to Oelifominy 843. 

Vofreter, W. £*. mention of, ii. 903. 

FVnncin, Dr., article on, rend with plouure, ii. 87. 

Francie, Rev. Dr, Conven, loves Carlyle, 59; eapplies numbere of 
Fomjrn -Arfiiew, from whldi to print i/ieoeUaiiiei, 173. 

Fra 4 er*$ Jliagaune^ subscribed to, 13. 

Fr«d$riek fAe Greats Uf§ of, report that Cwlylo is at work upon, ii. 
SUO; inquiry for, 2(14; tirst and second volumes received, 270; 
remarks on, 372 note; Providence not likely to interrupt the, 377, 
tiiird volume received, 378; remarks upon, 379; fourth volume re¬ 
ceived, 384; final volumes received, 393; eulogy of, 394; errata in, 
395. 

Fremont, J. C., hh account of Western America commended, ii. 310. 

FVsflcA i^evo/wtiofs, ,c»n destructinn <»f niapfiscript of first volume, 82; 
proof-sheet of, received, 117; copy of, received, liKt; a wonderful 
book, 139; copliui to be im|x)rted, 131; Anicricau reprint of, l!i5, 
146; anticipatod profits, 147; its succestt, 147; copy of American 
editioD sent, 148: sale of, 149, 159; remittance on account, nnlos of, 
170, 308; all sold, 209; new edition proposed, 334, 239; arrival of, 
from England, 257. 

Friends, 97, 359, 371; happiness derived from, 29fK 

Frothingham, Rev. Dr. N. L., loves Carlyle, 59; m«re lik» Erasmus than 
Lather, 59. 

Fugitive Slave Bill, abomination of, drives Emerlon to write, il. 201. 

Fuller, Margaret, mention of, 254; to edit a journal, 270t gives up 
editorsbip of Dud, 388; her review of Sterling's /'oenw, ii. 58; com¬ 
mended. 53, 108, 115; going to EMr<>])e, 108; her report of Mr. and 
Mn. Carlyle, 117; seeks introduction to Count end C<iuntesB Pepoli, 
156; memoir of, in hand, 303: rotniniscences of, 309. 

Furness, Rev. Dr. W. H., feeds Mi'*s Martineau with iS'uWor, 60; inter¬ 
ested to procure portrait of Carlyle for PhiladulphTa edition of his 
Works, ii. 87; inquired of, concerning the Phitadclphia edition, 97. 

OAasBAJtDBLLA, Spiridionc, introduction of, to Carlyle, 847. 

Garbett, Lacy, inquliy concerning, ii. 345. * 

Genius, but a large infusion of Deity, ii. 336. 

Genmm Itomoiiee, Bpoeimtm of copies of, wanted, 2.58. 

CNiethe, Emerson's qualified admiration of, 29; judgment of, 80; Car^ 
lyle's obituary notice of, ieferredto, 61; Emerson rea<ls, 100; public 
wanUngi agMnst, 183; remarksou him in Lecture on Literature, 385; 
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, 319. 

Oveelojr, Honoe, Ifiigsrat FaDer omployod bgr* tt. 113; tl* ifilrttiiiS 
fothor of tbe W«st, 284. 

Orinnell, Mr.^ of Proridoncte, iateodiiood to Cwriylo, 380. 

Griiwoldt Ri^ W., nwntion of, ii. 87 $ wuK^io^ report In hit joah> 
nal boncernSng Storllng^a lettera, 902. 

Qvaeiuragh, Hontio, deoth of, ii. 219. 

OrimiB, Hermann, mentioh of, li. 819. 

G«ido*a Ainoia, engraring of, acnt to Ifn. Emeiwni, 961; refnenee to, 
972. 

$ 

Habvabd OoLLRfiE, ttn probable oppoaition to Carlyle, 61; rfglitly 
deetlned t/> receive Carlyle's books, ii. 810, 311; lectures on Pbiloe^ 
phy at, 326. 

Hed^, Rer. l>r. Frederick H., his article on Swedenborg and'on Phre¬ 
nology sent, 86; to be editor of the TranKendtHtalu^, 66; settled in 
Maine, 68; ''promises more than ho ought" to promote Carlyle's 
coming, 60; description of, and Introduction of to Carlyle, U. 186. 

RTepef, The Secret o/*, by Stirling, ii. 296. 

Helps, Arthur, mention of, U. 203. 

Henry, Alexander, good Indians in his TVorsZs m Ccuuda, ii. 209. 

Heraud. John A., question concerning, 260. 

Hoar, Hon. E; Roidewood, mention of, ii. 136; an inestimable CitiMn, 
887. 

Hoar, Miss Elisabeth, mention of, 242 note ; ii. 101, 297. 

IlerocM pad Hero-tewaAtp, pirated reprint of, 822; a good book, 1^; 
printed in Now York newspapers, 338; remarks upon, 384. 

Howitt, Mrs., letter to, referred to, 143. 

Ii>SAi.iaM, deeply infected with, ii. 69. 

Imaginary ConpereaHtnUj Landor's, noticed, 287. ^ 

Indian meal, Infomuiiion confceming, ii. 174. 

Indians, well descrilied by A^ Henry, ii. 200: maadm of fbo, 981; 
Brigliam Young on fear of the, 343; on the i'lalna, o4A 

Indiilerency, makes progress in the doctrine of, ii. 58. 

Investments of moue^ 368. 

Ireland. Alexander, proposes u> Rfeaenoin to lectnre in S^iftd, ii. 1X8; 
menUon of, 199, 135,136, 143. 

Jaokooii, Dr. Owlet T., on the canw oRbHter tattb of Indiaa BWili 
ii.l7A 



m 


Jfiiet ■!» 

iacobU xvUmd to, IL SM. 

4«mi* Hinity, Uttrodnetiott ot, to Ctrly^ |i. 8$; mtiitkni of, 88,888. 

Jo$a Butt, Jonathooiaithw of, iL 886. • 

InucMo'o, dumotor of, 800* 

LumoE, quMtioit eonoaming, 800; joMioe sot dono him by Corlylob 
887; KDiavkt on, 887. 

Jjm, aplondorii of the intelleetnol, li. 60. 

lAwrance, Samuel, referred to, ii. 87; hie arrivd in Kew York bailed, 
880; to vielt Ememoti, 381. 

i^Moee Walt Whitman’e, ii. 851. 

Leetotem and lecturing, in Boston, statement conoeming, 66-68; in Now 
England, 85, 87. 

liSetore-room, the new pulpit, 137; what mii^t be aooomtdished in, 845. 

Lectures, Emerson’s course of blogra{diical, 63; ten written, 88; fees for, 

^ 88; reason for, 133; on Philosophy of History, 183; on Ethics, 133; 
on IJamaa Culture, 144; on llutnan Uf«, 310, 281; on the Prosont 
Age, 359; publication of himself by means of, 350; on the Times, 
8M, 347; in New York, 307; preparation for new lectures, ii. 16; 
In Baltimore, Philadelphia, and New York, 88; on Bepresentative 
Men, 98; proposals for, in England, 118; in England, a contingency, 
135; laid out in Yorkshire, etc., J37; upou all doors, 100; a few, 
written eadi winter, SOI; in Philadelphia and the West, 333; on 
Philosophy, at Harvard College, 386. 

Lm, Hr. Henry, introduction of, to Carlyle, 367. 

Life, nseful and customaiy, il. R3; alMujdly sweet, 817. Sm Existence. 

Llnenln, waits for a victory before emancipating slaves, ii. 278. 

Lind, Jenny, mention of, ii. 252. * 

Literature, lecture on, to be printed in the Dhi, 385. 

Longfellow, Samuel, mention of, ii. 209. 

Longworth, Mr. and Mrs. Joseph, commended to Carlyle, ii. 263. 

' Longworth, Nicholas, one of the fomiders of Cincinnati, ii. 303. 

Losing, Ellis Gray, desires Carlyle to come to America^»60; has list of 
Carlyle’s fugitive papers, 1^; contempldhs pnhlicatiim of Carlyle’s 
complete works, ISO. 

Lefg^ the West done up in large, U. 234; 'America laid out in large, 886* 

Lowell nee, the, in tlm war, ii. 338. « 

Lowell, bb allnsiooB to his nephews who fell in the war, ii. 338. 

Lfeetun, tiie, in New Engbm^ a great instUuUon, 87 ; U. 85. 

WaomATC^ tefenqd to. ii. 33^. 

; Manaady, W. C., attentions to, ii. 6L 

Haaiwoth Gave, vieit to, ii. 800. 
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Malthas, tha dismal, iu 287* 

Manu, Horace, mentioa of, ii. 88 * 

Martineau, Mum, fed Ur. Fumeas on Sartor, 80; causes great anno^r* 
attce to lUnerson, 162*, her book on America, 188; letter fipm, 846; 
visit to, ii. 180. 

llaasini, mention of, U. 202 , 209. 

McKean, Henry S., volunteers to correct proof of J/tscedonses, 188,178. 

Michaux, F. A., his Vvyngt a t'vutse dei monts AllegAanitf good aooonnC 
of the West in, ii. 210 . 

Michel Angelo, referred to, ii. 337. 

Miines, Kiehard Mouektoti, letter to, 288; referred to, 200. 

Mlrabcau, r^tpy of article ou, ri*ceiv«d, JIT; its character, 118. 

Afueellaniet, two volumes c»f, to tt« printed iu Aiueriva, 148; agreement 
with publisher, 150; nditiou of one thousand copies published, 171, 
172; two more volumes to be published, 172; a popular book, 185, 
220 ; third and fuurfti volumes jirinting, 208; two hundred and 
copies to be sent t 6 England, 208; still in press. *219; more copy re¬ 
quired, 224; third and fourth volumes published, 252; two hundred 
and sixty copies to bo sent to England, 252; edition of Vols. 1. and 
11. almost sold, 252; jiopularity of new volunics, 267; proceeds nf 
sales, ii. 1 ; not yet seized upon by piratical publishers, 32; remain* 
der of lioston edition sold to Carey & Hart, 86 . 

Money, sent to Carlyle on a<'xx>unt sales of books (1838), £50,170; £10(^ 
208; £40, 307; £ltK), 321; £40, .346; £48, 357; £32, il. 83; £36, 
60; £30, 75; to be sent, 120, 130; $121 received by Emenon, 
ii. 58. 

a 

NATifKK, has onl,v so much vital force, ii. 219. 

Mature, tlnieraon’s, C{>py sent, 98. 

Negro, *'what shall be done with the,*' ii. 285. 

New York, visit to, 260; the cit}*, 269; lectures at, 367; ii. 28.* 

.VtwfA Ameruan Renew, ]iaper on Sartor by A. H. Everett in, 84, SO; 
editor of, declines pai>er on French Jtetotutum^ 1 . 36 * 

Norton, Andrews, one of** our best heads, 61; ♦ jcalndea Diderot from 
Select Journal, 01. 

Norton, Charles l^iot, his letter respecting disposal of Qarlyle*s hooks, 
ii. 312. 

Oratiox liefore the Phi iBcta Ksp]ia Society, promised, 184; suiprised • 
by Cartyle’s praise of it, 146; new edition, 147* * 


Parrkh, Theodore, mentioned, ii. 812. 
Parsons, Dr. T. W., translator of Dante, ii. 88. 



Jstfesr Mtermn^s Ze&ers, 381 

Firtifls, B^aUlean tad Dtnocntk, ii. 884. 

JPmI tmi PrmiUf raedvad, ii. 88; critki«m ol^ 98, 89 nota; dieiip n> 
of, 81; piratkul n^rint of, 87. 

Peabody, Hwii IL P., rapotta that the i)to{ does nut paj ixpanaci, 89. 
Pepoli, Count and Countwa, mention id, ii. 156. 

Paiok* and A^ptuin, Landor'a, read with duligbt, 388. 

Ftaieon, a new. a great evept, 859. 

PhUadelphia, lecturea at, ii. 88; bad name of, 98. 

Philosophy, Emeraon’a, teaches acquiescence and optimism, 841. 
Photograph of Carlyle satisfactory', U. 103; photographs of Carlyle and 
Mrs. Carlyle welcome, 295. 

Piratical Publishers, New York, preoantiona against, 393. 
l^ttaburg, its resoaires, ii. 801. 

Plato, proposed nradinga of, ii. 8; referred to, 336. 

Poem, Emerson’s, ii. 119. » 

Portrait of Carlyle, by Lawrence, ii. 87. See Photograph and Da> 
gnenotype. 

Poverty, Carlyle’a hoft>rable, 168 note, 163. 

Prairie, the, ii. 816; in winter, 834; no ainging birds in, 834. 

Preaa, efliMits of cheap, ii. 30, 37. 

Publication, Emerson’s, of himself by lecturing, 869. 

Publishers, arrangements mode for Carlyle with, 136, 146, 169 e( af.; 
ii. 105,107 et ai. 

Quastekly Review, on German Religious Writen, 184. 

t 

RaBKLAia, referred to, ii. 30, 387. 

Bahel, Carlyle’s essay on, 285. 

Randolph, Pitilip, defends Carlyle, ii. 242. 

Beading, appetite for, not lost, ii. 849. 

Reed, Sampson, a Swedenborgian druggist, his book on the Growth of 
the Hiod sent, 17; glad^ Carlyle likes him, 82; taere of bis pafiors 
sent, 35. 

Balonn, lecture on, to be printed in the Dial, 320. 

Remitteiioes cd money. See Money. 

ttch, no wise men, in sense of freedom |o s|Mmd. 160. 

Riohtw, Jean Paul, influence of Carlyle's article on, 185. 

Rifdey, George, loves Carlyle, 69; writes to him, 59; letter of, 83; pro* 
poees a colony of agricalturiats and acholani, 309. 

RuaeO, A. L., Sterling’s papers in his hands, iL 16; delays to print, 33; 
« papME rctnrned 70. 

Rniiwll, Dr. Le Buon, earned republioatioii of Sartor, 82. 
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ftr. Lovu, vi§H lo, U. US. 

Silt lake City, viiit to, il. 844. 

AMtor Jieiartiu, foor niinibeni TMeived, ttenke Imr, He d«6iat|i^etiaii, 
18; ptmphiot copy nechned, 98; its nnpopiilerity, 88; ajH^nciatiok 
of, in New EogUnd, 48; copies wanted, 48; thon^t of reprinUng, 
48; Miss MaitUieatt fed on, 80; prencked from pnlpits end lectnie> 
rooms, 84; notice of, in J\^onA American Heviem, 84, 88; copy of 
American reprint seat, 80; 8ve bnndred copies printed, 88; all sold, 
88; second American edition, 1S9; referrad to in Jfiraiean aa 8 
Ktw England book, 183; 1,166 cofdw sold, 181; album illustra¬ 
tions to, ii. 88- 

Saturday Club, mention of, ii. 846. 

ScAUhr, Life o/t reprinted in America, 68. 

Sedgwick, Mite Catherine, 834. 

Silliman, Professor iJenjImin, success of bis lectnres in Boston, 54. 

Sjavery, preaches on abolition of, ii. 85; whether siaveiy or freedom riiall 
be abolished, 836; emancipation, 876; our solders learn to hate, 878. 

Social Beform, numberless projecte of, 808. * 

Soorstes, Carlyle disparaged, 8; won^ at Carlyle's lack of sympathy 
with, 88. 

Speaking to a multitude, delight in, 269. 

Spring, Marshall, t^es Maigaret Fuller to Europe, u. 118. 

Spun^eim, Dr. J. 0., his lectures in Boston, 64. 

Stanley, the Hon. Lyulf, visits Emerson, ii. 888, 888. 

Sterling, John, beginning of friandsbip with, 145; his writings hi 

iroud, 145, 184; his OnjfB JHng, 828^, remarks on his writing, 868; 
receipt of letter from, 859; nfemd to, 883; bis JVimu acknowl¬ 
edged, 887; letteri from, 809, 834; papers of, ii. 18; letter from, 
88; glmimy news from, 69; papers of, retnrned, 70; newt f^, 
76; death of, 88; likeness of, 187; his lettert, 802. 

Sferfing, Li/e o/ referred to, U. 810. 

Stirling, J. H., author of The Ssersf ^ ifeysf, mentlfMi of, tt. 895. 

Story, William W., referred to, H. 809. 

Sumner, Charles, introduction of, 135; rofemd ro, 141^ 890; vkit firntt, 
800. 

Swedenborgianlsm, ranarks 

TumcBAjiox, preadies on, ii. 85. 

Tennyson, bit Poms, edited by C. S. Whoiler, ii. 8; lovod with aOow- 
anoe, 78; referred to, 118,889. 

Tmfdsdrdokh. See Sartor Heeartne, 

Thackeray, mention ol^ ii. SM, 818. 
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Ibonma, Bmxjt * jotwg post, «6t Ut«^tifiglatlMZKdi4t 800; ndiot 

vit S3ft. 

Thorwaldaea^ maatko o^ji. SCS. 

Tnui«o«nd«iiUliBmf warniDgs agaittat, 183; the ooauauni^ In boom taim 
of, 898. 

JVan»emJtmkdidy the, a prafKiead ^uniali 47; daetre for it, BO; euggee* 
tiou chat Carlyle ehould edit it, 58; Hedge to be ite editor, 58. 

UjrrtJBD STArm, government in the, a Job, 18; a trade, 84. 

Uflivene, the ooatpeneatione of Che, 50. 

Ya]U«bao«k, reading of, ti. 319. 

Very, Jonee, copy of hie EmajfB tmd Potmt seat to Carlyle, 834. 

Waudkh Pojid, parchaee of land on bofden of, U. 77, lOL 

War, the, (2832) U. 380; (1884) 280; praiee of, 287; <1806) 298. 

Ward, Samuel Q., master of hwpitaUty, ii. 68; to do part of Memoir of 
Margaret Fuller, 202; refarr^ to, 242, 271. 

Waahington, the city of,Vieit to, ii. 28; man little represented there, 29. 

Webstm, Daniel, a good and strong man, 16; his speech on Foot’s Keso> 
lotion sent, 19; remarks on, 965; Us kindness to Edward Bliss 
Emerson, tt8. 

West, the Par, ii. 201; the world there done up in large lots, 284. 

ITsstmfsMtor i^efew, on Montaigne, 184. 

Wheeler, Charles Steams, cmrects proof of JlfMoeUam'es, 173; message 
from Carlyle to, 209; mentioned, 224,935,257,280; going to Europe, 
ii 8t edits first AmericMi edition of Tennyson's Possas, 3. 

Whitman, Walt, his Leoret qf Gran, li. 251. 

IFUktUm MeitteTf translation*of, reprinted in America, 58; reread by 
Ememon, 287. 

Wilkinson, Dr. Garth, man of prodiglonB talent, ii. 208. 

Wisoonsin, the farmw makes tto heroic age for, ii. 284. 

Wood, Antony, ii. 244. See AcAems Gmmiwmm. * 

Wordsworth, visit to, ii. IflO. 

Writers, faith in, as a elaaa, ii. 58. 

Writing, proposes to do some, 980, 871; inelinas to, on uythin|; hut 
hiatoiy, 999. 


Toovo, Brigiluai, impnaaions of, ii. 844. 









